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First, we'll list the cast of char- 
acters in the picture. At the left, 
pointing to the floor, is Tony 
Borne. Planting his foot on Leo 
Newman's back is Killer Karl 
Kox. Stretched out on the mat 
under Newman is Dick Steinborn. 
The guy with the mask is the 
Clawman. Then there is the ref- 
eree, of course, but who cares 
what his name is? Barely visible 
behind the referee is Ramon 
Torres. And if these weren't 
enough, there is still another 
character whom you don’t see— 
Al Torres, Ramon’s kid brother. 

What's that you say? ‘There 
are only seven wrestlers in the 
cast. Which is an odd number. 
And wrestling matches must 
have an even number on each 
side to make it legal.'’ You're 


right, of course. But there were 
only seven wrestlers in this par- 
ticular match—four on one side, 
three on the other. 

“Unfair,” you say. Maybe so. 
But don't blame us. The team of 
three willingly agreed to the 
handicap. 

lt was Borne, Kox, the Claw- 
man and Newman against Stein- 
born and the Torres Brothers in 
a big grudge match at Lake 
Charles, La. A grudge match be- 
cause of what happened in a 
bout a week before between the 


Torres Brothers vs. Borne and Kox. 


On that night, Leo Newman, 
who is Borne’s manager and not 
supposed to do anything but ad- 
vise, split open Al Torres’ head 
with his cane. So the Torres boys 
wanted revenge on Newman 


and they agreed to the handi- 
cap on condition that Newman 
be one of the wrestlers. The 
Clawman and Steinborn were 
thrown in for good measure. 

This picture was taken just 
seconds before Borne and Co. 
were disqualified for repeatedly 
ignoring the referee's order to 
“Stop ganging up!’’ It seemed 
that Borne and his boys were al- 
ways in the ring at the same 
time, banging the tar out of a 
member of the opposition — 
which made it four against one, 
as the photo shows. 

The Torres Brothers finally 
managed to win but they did not 
view their victory as a cause for 
celebration because, as Ramon 
said, ‘‘That skunk Newman was 
able to walk out of the ring.''# 


Vie Magnifier? NEW 
_ WRESTLING ALBUM 
1S HERE / 


The incomparable 1965 WRESTLING AL- 
BUM is here and waiting for all those 
eager fans who have been deluging us 


with letters and banging on our doors for 
it! And what a fabulous album it is—the 
ONLY one of its kind in the world! 


EXCLUSIVE full-page pinups of ALL your favorite stars. Here are just a few: 
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galore! 


WHAT’S MORE—for all you dyed-in-the- 
wool wrestling fans who have been crying 
for FULL PAGE photos of your favorites, 
ready for framing, here is what you’ll get: 
EACH PINUP, available nowhere else, 
can be easily removed from the Album 
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Plus: Tag-Teams, 
Midgets and 
Gorgeous Gals! 


and framed. Think of it! Your wall cov- 
ered with framed pictures of the world’s 
greatest stars! 


Don’t delay—order your copy of this 
great new 1965 WRESTLING ALBUM 
today! Only ONE DOLLAR! This big, 
lavish alhum — with its distinctive, 
colorful cover —is available only by 
mail. To get it, simply fill in the cou- 
pon and mail it to us with your re- 
mittance and — presto! — your 1965 
WRESTLING ALBUM will be on its way 


Thank You, Karen! 


WE’RE REFERRING to Karen 
Henderson, a reader from Jamaica 
Plain, Mass., and the reason we’re 
hailing her in this space is that 
she has written us one of the most 
cogent letters on wrestling that 
has ever crossed our desk. 

After extolling WRESTLING 
ILLUSTRATED, Karen gets down 
to brass tacks and comments on a 
letter (W. I. Nov/65) referring to 
a national survey which reported 
a sliding trend in wrestling as a 
spectator sport. 

Says Karen: “No one who has 
attended matches with any regular- 
ity in the past five years can say 
he is surprised to hear this. [ be- 
came a fan in 1958 while wrestling 
was enjoying its boom. Howey. 
since that time, | have noticed a 
decided downward trend in_ the 
type and quality of shows. 

“I vividly remember seeing such 
lop names as Carpentier, Kowal- 
ski, O’Connor, the Miller Bros., 
the Tolos Bros., June Byers, Lor- 
raine Johnsen, Bruno Sammar- 
tino, etc., ALL on the same card. 
It has been quite some time since 
any major wrestling city on the 
East Coast could boast that many 
stars on one card.” 

Having said this, Karen stops 
lamenting and comes up with a 
fistful of suggestions to improve 
the sport. Most of them concern 
the need for a drastic reappraisal 


on the part of promoters w ho, she 
says, should stop deciding among 
themselves which wrestlers to push 


and to pick them, instead, purely 
on the basis of their appeal. 
Further, “promoters 5 hou | 
vive the fans matches they would 
like to see, not what the promoters 
think is good. Too much politics ts 
being played behind the scenes.” 
Other recommendations include: 
more rapid turnoyer of stars; sub- 
slituting a star of equal stature in 
the event a performer fails to 
show up; using prominent stars 
for at least three matches on, say, 
a five-bout card; allowing matches 
to be won or titles exchanged only 
by pin-falls or other legitimate 
action, “not by decision of off icials 
who often display favoritism.” 
Sounds like good sense to us. 
What do other readers think ? 
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COME ALIVE WITH THE MAGIC OF ISOMETRICS 
It’s Fast! It’s Easy! The Results Will Amaze You! 


Order this Ingenious Set of Equipment 
and You’ll Never Stop Thanking Us 


Isometric exercising is nothing new. It was used by the 
ancient Greeks and Romans to develop their bodies to 
magnificent proportions and to increase strength and 
endurance. The practice of Isometrics is based on the 
“overload” principle: the maximum amount of pressure 
exerted by one muscle against another. If used prop- 
erly, the Isometric method will make you feel increased 
power in the exercised areas almost immdiately. And 
soon after you swing into your regular program of 
Isometric exercising you'll feel better than you've ever 
felt before. Isometrics may be practiced by all mem- 
bers of the family with spectacular results, although 
women and children should begin with less strenuous 
programs than male adults. 


The equipment in this compact, beautifully designed 
set is made of the finest materials and, with proper 
care, should last a lifetime. Another advantage is that 
when not in use it can be easily stored in the corner 
of a closet. It’s the best $8 investment you can make. 
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GUYS OUTMATCH THE DOLLS 

Looks as if girl wrestling has come to stay in England’s 
green and pleasant land. The girls are getting more and more 
popular. All we need now are visits from such American stars 
as Penny Banner and Rita Cortez. Let me say this, though: the 
female is no match for the male in wrestling and no male could 
be genuinely pinned by a female despite what some American 
wrestling magazines have claimed. I say this from 17 years’ ex- 
perience as an amateur wrestler plus some as a gym instructor. 


MILLIE ZEC 


THEY DON’T DIG US 
We always thought your magazine. 
was the best in the world but your 
November issue was the worst! We 
hope you go back to your old format 
and leave the love articles to Love Life 
Magazine. JEFFREY KOROSTOFF 
& ROBERT FEINBERG 
East Meadow, N.Y. 


SHE THINKS WE’RE GEAR 
Your new format is the most! Re- 
garding your offer to make our dreams 
come true (Nov/65), here is my per- 
sonal dream: come out every month 
and keep on giving us the same groovy 
stuff you did in the November issue. 
Crazy, man, crazy! JANE BRADEN 
Dallas, Texas 


TOO MANY CHAMPS 

It's a ridiculous situation when al- 
most every state in the Union has ifs 
own ‘world’’ wrestling champion. All 
these “champions” just dilute the worth 
of the title and make wrestling a big 
joke. Let's demand that the promoters 
hold a national elimination tournament 
to determine the one universally-rec- 
ognized champion! 

WILLIAM PERSON 


Southern Pines, N.C. MRRRE EMERICK edatene tenet eroreterteterena tare rananen seer orerteraratar aa atateteredtn 


HANK COOMBES Secretary, 


Social & Athletic Club, R.M.S. “Queen Mary” 
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SHOCKED BY NUDES 

| was shocked by your picture story 
on Berlin's naked lady wrestlers (Girl 
Wrestling, Summer-Fall/65). | hope 
you'll never print anything like that 
again. If you do, | will ask that G.W. 
be banned from the newsstands. 


K. RADFORD 
Charlottesville, Va. 
Those nude photos were in very bad 

taste. | would have preferred a double- 
spread of Millie Zec neck-stretching 
Bette Boucher. 

A. DODZIK 

East Paterson, N.J. 


MORE! MORE! MORE! 

| loved those nude pix of German 
girl wrestlers and have only this to say: 
More! More! More! It was a welcome 
departure from the old stuff run by 
other so-called wrestling magazines. 
Keep on giving us articles like This 
Could Never Happen Here! 


COOKIE HAILEY 
Tulsa, Okla. 

If those gals are representative of 
West Germany's feminine pulchritude, 
I'd be willing to sell my house, leave 
my wife and head straight for Berlin. | 
didn't think they made ’em like that 
any more! Can we have a second help- 
ing? 

RICK EVANSON 
Newport News, Ya. 


@ If any of you missed the Summer- 
Fall/65 issue of Girl Wrestling, you're 
probably wondering what the contro- 
versy is all about. To find out, send 
50¢ to G. C. LONDON PUBLISHING 
CORP., P.O. Box 58, Rockville Centre, 
N.Y. 11571, and order a copy. You 
won't be disappointed! But you'll have 
to hurry. The issue is already a hot 
collectors’ item.—ED. 


CRUSHER LISOWSKI 


BRING ON THE CRUSHER! 

I liked your story on the great Verne 
Gagne (Sept/65). Now that you've 
given us Gagne rooters an early Christ- 
mas gift, how about letting us have the 
wrapping . . . an article on his tag 
partner, Crusher Lisowski? Anyone 
around here can tell you that the 
Gagne-Lisowski combination is unbeat- 
able. NEAL GRIFFIN 

Aledo, Ill. 
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MYSTIFIED BY RATINGS 


Your ratings are by far the best of any. But one thing 


mystifies me: W.I.’s failure to list Whipper Billy Watson in the 
Top Ten. In his long and spectacular career, Whipper Billy has 
beaten almost every one of the wrestlers you rate. Yet you 
continue to ignore him. Only recently Billy flattened Gene 
Kiniski, ranked 7th in the current (Nov/65) issue. Isn’t it about 
time that Watson’s feats are given official recognition? 
BARKLEY ROBERTSON 


Vancouver, Canada 


6 Continued on Page 60 


BRUISER TO BOBO BRAZIL: 


Flattened by a kneelift to the jaw, Bobo lies inert as Bruiser zeroes in on his midriff after leap from ringpost. 


Bruiser, who likes the sight of everybody’s blood but his 


own, tries to get even by choking the Brown Giant. 
Note the saliva dripping from Brazil’s mouth. 


Bobo is a good guy but he’s a ter- 
ror when aroused and when you’re 
wrestling with a tiger like Bruiser 
it doesn’t take much to tee you 
off. Photo was snapped just be- 
fore Brazil opened a big gash 

in the Bruiser’s forehead. 


THE GUY FROM THE magazine shoves this pic- 
ture under my nose and says, ‘Hey, Brute, 
what's happenin’ here?’ 

| look at the picture (see cover) and there's 
me bending Bobo Brazil over the ropes. I’m 
choking hell out of him, and goo is spilling out 
of his mouth like he’s got rabies, or somethin’. 
And his face is all busted up. He looks like he’s 
dying for sure. 

It's a helluva picture, but | had a tough 
time remembering when and where it was taken. 
You know, a guy who gets around as much as | 
do—! wrestle an average of four nights a week 
—can handly remember what happened the 
night before. 

Anyway, | finally came to the conclusion 
that the picture was taken about five years ago, 
in Chicago. And slowly the fog cleared away 
and | was able to remember the details of that 
bout. 

Brazil and me had a real thing going. We 
had wrestled a few times before and always 
there was a lot of blood, a lot of cursing and a 
lot of hell-raising. One night in Pittsburgh, he 


put a five-inch gash in my nose. Then in Mil- 
waukee .. . | think it was Milwaukee . . . I hit 
him over the head with a board | ripped off the 
steps leading into the ring, and knocked him 
cold, 

Bobo never forgot that, and he told his 
pal, Sailor Art Thomas, that he was going to 
kill me someday. Thomas told me what Brazil 
said and | told Art to go right back and tell that 
big gorilla that anytime he'd like to try killing 
me to just let me know in advance and I'd try to 
oblige. 

You see, | always figured that Bobo was 
big in size but small in guts. Sure, | know that 
everybody thinks he’s a real brave hero who 
gets his kicks belting tough guys like me. But | 
know different. He ain't so tough, and he ain't 
so big after you work him over a little. 

That night in Chicago | worked him over 
real good. But to be honest about it, I've got to 


Unable to overcome Bobo with his hands, Bruiser looked 
for a more effective weapon. Spotting a ringside table, 
he ripped out a leg with which to bludgeon Brazil. 


admit that he wasn't himself for that bout. He 
seemed weaker, because when we worked in 
close | was easily able to break out of armlocks 
and headlocks. He didn't have the strength to 
hold me. And when he tried flying tackles, they 
were so slow that all | had to do was sidestep 
and he went sailing past me. 

But what did | care about him being sick, 


Early in the bout, Bruiser stomped on Bobo and snarled 
whenever the referee tried to intervene. “I’m gonna 
kill this guy,” he warned, “‘if it takes me all night.” 


or whatever it was that was wrong with him. | 
was out to beat his brains out. And the quicker 
| could do it the better. 

After | had worked him over real good for 
about five minutes, | guess he figured he had to 
do something besides trying to wrestle to save 
his hide, so he started calling me names and 
daring me to do this and that. 

“Come on, bum," he snarled, “here's my 
head. See if you can get me down.” 

| spit right in his face. Who did he think 


he was talking to? A greenhorn? ‘'I'll take your 
head!" | yelled. “‘I'll rip it right off your stinking 
neck!"’ 


But talk is cheap. All wrestlers say things 
like that when things get hot in there. | just kept 
up the pressure, using mostly headlocks and a 
flying tackle now and then. 

After ten minutes, Brazil was so weak that 
he couldn't move around without straining him- 
self. He had to stay close to me and try to keep 
me within range of those long arms of his. So 
when he tried to bear hug me, | smacked him 


in the face, or slid to the floor before he could 
Continued on Page 40 


BY BOB VERLIN 


Goes Lookin’ for 
TROUBLE ... 


“ay 
WFFERENT | 


..» AND FINDS IT! 


man” Saul Weingeroff, have temporarily 


Saul and Karl Von Brauner settiea in Nashville 
Now everybody knows about the Von 


aren't satisfied just Brauners and Weingeroff—what savages 
they are in the ring. But not many realize 


° ’ , what hell-raisers they are outside the 
br eaking heads im the ring. ring. In fact, like jungle beasts, they go 


e out prowling for trouble. 

They have fo go out prowling °" Sne dak they chenced to be in Len 
cet = P ° Rossi’s neighborhood and Saul said to 
for victims in broad daylight. Karl Von Brauner, “Let’s go over and 
have some fun with that spaghetti bend- 
er.” Weingeroff grinned, “Maybe we can 

get a free meal out of him.” 
LEN ROSSI IS A FINE young wrestler Karl grunted in agreement and they 
out of Nashville, Tenn. Since he broke into headed for Rossi’s place. Continued 
the business about three years ago, he has 
built himself a large following throughout 

the South. 

Len also has built himself a modest 


of spaghetti and meat balls this side of i 
Get the hell outta here 
citizens of Nashville, a pair of Nazis 


restaurant on the outskirts of Nashville A 
which Rossi insists “serves the best plate Len Rossi Warns Saul: 
Italy.” 
Unfortunately for Len, and for other 
[ 
named the Von Brauner twins, together hefor € I thr Ow y ou our: 
with their homicidal manager, “Gentle- 
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The two Germans (Kurt Von Brauner 
couldn’t make this particular prowl) sized 
up Rossi’s small establishment and then 
strolled inside. They sat at a table and 
Saul slammed his cane on the sugar bowl, 
smashing it to bits. 

Rossi came tearing out of the kitehen: 
He was startled at what he saw. Len’s 
wife quickly came to his side, her face 
white with fright. She tugged at her hus- 
band’s arm. “Please, Len,” she pleaded, 
“don’t lose your head. Stay calm.” 

Weingeroff heard her and grinned. 
“Yeah, Len,” he mocked, :“‘you wouldn’t 
lose your head. Maybe! If you give us 
some service. Now bring out two big 
plates of spaghetti, fast. And they better 
be fit for a couple of German kings like 
us.” 


‘They went 
thataway, 


the dirty 
ae i 


—< 


RSD | — sired 


; 
° 
ila 
; 


Let's get 
that 
spaghetti- 


hender, 
Karl’ 


Rossi’s answer was quick and to the 
point. “Get the hell outta here before I 
throw you out!” 

Karl Von Brauner began to move 
slowly to his feet, but Saul motioned him 
to remain seated. Then Saul stood up, a 
smirk on his face, and without the slight- 
est warning, brought his cane crashing 
down on Rossi’s head. 

Len reeled backward, slammed 
against the wall, then slid to the floor. 
His wife let out a scream and rushed to 
his side. The cane had opened a deep gash 
in Rossi’s head and the blood was now 
streaming down his face. 

Von Brauner started to go for Len, 
but Rossi’s wife saw him coming and 
grabbed a fork off the table. Pointing the 
fork at Von Brauner’s face, she screamed, 
“If you touch him, I’ll kill you!” 

The big German backed away and 
took a position alongside Weingeroff, who 
was contemplating his next move. Evi- 
dently that fork in Mrs. Rossi’s trembling 
hand made up Gentleman Saul’s mind for 
him. He smirked contemptuously at Len 
and his wife and headed for the door, with 
Karl following closely behind. 

Mrs. Rossi ran for the phone, called 
the police, and within minutes a radio car 
screeched to a halt in front of the restau- 
rant. Len’s wife quickly told the officer 
what had happened and the law shifted 
into high gear. An hour later, Weingeroff 
and Karl Von Brauner were telling their 

Continued on Page 38 


For what happened 
when Rossi finally 


caught up with 
his tormentors, 
furn fo page 38 
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Our Inquiring Reporter Asks: 


SHOULD 
LOU THESZ 
RETIRE? 


This question was asked of people selected at ran- 
dom on the streets of New York. These were their answers: 


Brenda Levy, Flushing, N.Y., telephone operator: 
Why should he, so long as he keeps on winning? | 
think he owes it to all wrestling fans to continue defend- 
ing his title until he loses it. A champion should lose 
his title in the ring. 

* * * 

Bernard Eiseman, Bronx, N.Y., taxi driver: No. | 
understand he makes over a hundred thousand dollars 
a year. He’d be crazy to give all that up until he has to. 

* * * 

Mary McDermott, Newark, N.J., college student: 
He wouldn't even have to think about it if he wrestled 
Bruno Sammartino. Bruno would make up his mind for 
him! * * * 

James Killian, Babylon, N.Y., truck driver: He cer- 
tainly should retire. He's been wrestling since | was a 
kid. He should step down and make room for the young 
wrestlers. * * * 

Karen Fuller, Minneapolis, Minn., nurse: It really 
doesn’t matter, Oh, I'm a wrestling fan, all right. But 
out in Minneapolis where I come from, only one wrestler 
means anything to the people—Verne Gagne. However, 
I must admit that if Verne were given a crack at Thesz’s 
title, I'd be the first to buy a ticket to the match, 

* * * 

Howard Kirsch, Manhattan, accountant: Thesz 
should have retired five years ago. He may still be a 
great wrestler, but as we say in the Jet Set, Lou just 
ain’t “IN."’ He's something out of the Stone Age, like 
dinosaurs and cavemen. And like those mementos of 
an ancient civilization, Lou belongs in a museum, not in 
the ring, * * * 

Shirley Lowe, Providence, R.I., housewife: I’m 
afraid | can't intelligently answer the question because 
I've never seen Thesz wrestle. However, I’ve read a 
great deal about him and unquestionably he must be 
some sort of superman. 

* * * 

James Marcus, Lowell, Mass., store manager: By 
no means should he retire before somebody takes away 
his title. Let him keep wrestling until he is 80, so long 
as he can continue to win. And this man never seems 
to lose. * * * 

Lawrence Able, Louisville, Ky., undertaker: Lou 
Thesz is probably the most remarkable athlete of our 
generation. Just think how long he has been either a 


No longer does it take just 
strength and skill to make it 
big as a wrestler. Today 
personality and, more 
important, good looks are what 


make the top attractions. 


SHOULD THESZ QUIT? 


Continued from Page 13 


top-ranked contender or champion of the world. Over 
a quarter century. And he’s still on top! In my opinion, 
if Thesz retires the whole sport of wrestling will suffer a 
steep decline in public interest. 

* * * 

Jerry Greenglass, Baltimore, Md., engineer: One 
night last year, | happened to be in Houston, Texas, on 
business and finally got the chance, after waiting many 
years, to see Thesz wrestle. He was everything I'd heard 
about him and more! A great athlete. | look forward 
to the day when I can again see him in action. I'd be 
terribly disappointed if deprived of that opportunity be- 
cause of his retirement. 

* * * 

Donald Moore, Brooklyn, bus driver: Being a man 
past 40 myself, | admire Lou Thesz very much. | also 
envy him. He has won thousands of matches in his long 
career, but his greatest victory is over old age. | think 
he’s a terrific guy. | hope he stays champ for a hundred 
years. * * * 

Eddie Farley, Worcester, Mass., lawyer: To my mind, 
it’s purely a matter of dollars and cents. Wrestling is 
big business. If the public is still willir’g to pay to see 
Thesz, he should by all means continue wrestling. If 
not, he should definitely retire—for his own good as 
well as for the good of the sport. 

* * * 

Morris Laine, Birmingham, Ala., salesman: Not long 
ago, | heard Thesz on a radio interview. The announcer 
asked him straight out, ‘“‘Lou, when do you plan fo re- 
tire?’ And Lou said, ‘‘When my legs can’t carry me up 
those four steps to the ring.” That was a very good 
answer. | can’t do any better. 

* * * 

Alex Barr, Queens, N.Y., composer: Who's Lou 

Thesz? 
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WRESTLING’S 


NEW BREED 


Sonny Cooper, as even wife Barbara 
will admit, has a hypnotic effect 

on women, probably because he gives 
them the feeling of being protected. 


UP UNTIL A FEW YEARS AGO, 
the accepted image of a profes- 
sional wrestler was a gorilla-like 
monster, usually with a shaved 
head, who grunted when he tried 
to talk. Many people believed that 
when the monster finished a 
night’s work, he was locked up in 
his cage and thrown a great hunk 
of raw meat. If he had done his 
night’s work exceptionally well, 
he was given a big bone as a 
reward, 

Some of these “monsters” are 
still roaming the wrestling cir- 
cuits, but the public doesn’t buy 
them, Just as everything else has 
undergone drastic change, so has 
the image of the professional 
wrestler. To compare old wres- 
tlers with the New Breed is like 
comparing the Model-T with a 
sleek 1966 model. 

Ask a person who has never 
seen a wrestling match to de- 
scribe a professional wrestler on 
the basis of what he has heard 
and read and his answer will 
probably go something like this: 

“He’s a big man, about 230 
pounds. Tall, about 6'3”, with 
bleached blond hair that he lets 
grow almost as long as the 
Beatles’. He isn’t really a wrestler 
at all, but an ex-football player 
who stumbled on an easy way to 
make a living.” 

This answer is correct—in part. 
Some of the New Breed are like 
that, but if they all fit that pat- 
tern, wrestling would not survive. 
They’re big, all right, and they’ve 
got long blond hair and many 
played football, but they know 
how to wrestle or they couldn’t 
make that easy living. Anybody 
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on the inside knows that size and 
strength are only a small part of 
what it takes to make it as a pro- 
fessional these days. 

Said one veteran promoter: 
“The big thing today is that a 
wrestler must have séx-appeal. 
Whether we like it or not, it is a 
fact of life. It seldom fails that 
when I have a handsome guy on 
the card my gate goes up. It’s a 
matter of dollars and cents.” 

Another put it this way: “I 
would much rather see a match 
between two real wrestlers, say 
like Lou Thesz and Karl Gotch. 
But the folks who pay my rent by 
buying tickets couldn’t care less. 
They get their kicks swooning 
over pretty faces. So I give them 
what they want. I have to, to stay 
alive.” 

The conclusion is unescapable: 
Women are the deciding factor in 
wrestling today. Promoters must 
cater to them. And they do, 

Most female fans don’t know a 
hammerlock from a headlock— 
and they don’t especially care. 
Give them a statuesque body with 
a baby face to look at and they’re 
happy. This is what triggered the 
rapid growth of the New Breed. 
And good or bad, it is something 
we will have to live with until 
something more appealing comes 
along. : 

King of the New Breed is 
Johnny Powers, a blond Adonis 
who really is a Swinger. Because 
he kicks and claws, the dolls 
scream threats at him. But in 
their hearts they’d give every- 
thing they own to be alone with 
him for just a half hour. This is 
the key to the whole New Breed 


Paul Christy, a Chicago youngster, 
seems destined to make the New Breed 
hierarchy because he knows what he 
must do to arouse female hearts. 
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craze. Not the outer rage dis- 
played by these screaming fe- 
males but rather their secret in- 
ner pulsations, reflecting the same 
driving urge that is the basis of 
life itself. 

Johnny Powers has all the in- 
gredients to force this powerful 
urge into full bloom, which is 
why he is King of the New Breed. 

Johnny is fully aware of his ap- 
peal. He also knows how to capi- 
talize on it. 

“T suppose you can call me a 
teaser,” Powers admits. “I’m not 
proud of what I’m doing. But in a 
way, I suppose, I am doing good 
in that even older women sudden- 
ly seem to grow young when they 
see me, All they have to do is to 
use a little imagination.” 

Being the new sex symbol has 
its advantages for King Powers. 
He has already edged beyond the 
$50,000-a-year bracket with no 
signs of slackening off. 

Powers, who has a rather thick 
skin, can ignore the most caustic 
remarks, except one. The fur on 
his neck bristles when somebody 
tells him he has a baby face. 

“The hell I do!” he’ll snarl. “I 
have a mah’s face.” 

“Then why do you bleach your 
hair?” is the next question, and 
Johnny comes back fast! “I don’t. 
Blond is my natural color.” 

Nobody argues with him, even 
though his roots are suspiciously 
black. Nobody argues with the 
King. 

Another big shot in the New 
Breed hierarchy is Sonny Cooper, 
a young Canadian of massive 
proportions — 6/5” tall, 230 
pounds, Cooper can’t be called 
handsome, in the true sense of the 
word. But he has a strangely- 
powerful face that seems to have 
a hypnotic effect on females. The 
long jaw, the happy, flashing eyes 
seem to say to a woman, “T’ll pro- 
tect you. So long as I am near you, 
you have nothing to fear.” This 
message of reassurance is the 
secret of Cooper’s appeal. 

Sonny, a comparative new- 
comer, enjoys his work and un- 
derstands the great challenge fac- 
ing those who seek to crash the 
New Breed. “The strange part 
about it,” he drawls, ‘is that the 
effect you try to have on the fans 


must come naturally. You can’t 
develop it.’ 

Cooper is right. Which is why 
professional wrestling today has 
proved so frustrating to many 
hard-working athletes. 

Not long ago, a_highly-re- 
spected wrestler with 15 years of 
experience suddenly quit and 
went home to Los Angeles to 
work in a department store. 

“TI had to do it,” he explained. 
“There just wasn’t any purpose in 
continuing. I’m not good-looking, 
and I’m not a Swinger. Without 
those two things going for a 
wrestler today he’s dead.” 

Tony Manousos is a Swinger. 


And he’s got that romantic, Latin 
way about him. Which is why 
Tony will never have to work in a 
department store to earn his 
bread. 

Unlike Johnny Powers and Son- 
ny Cooper, Manousos is not a big 
man. He weighs about 200 and 
stands only 5/11”. But he’s decep- 
tively powerful and fast—and ex- 
citing to watch. 

Tony has black, wavy hair and 
dimples that cut deep into his 
satiny skin. He has the same ef- 
fect on women as did Latin heroes 
like Rudy Valentino and Cesar 
Romero. 

“In Greece, where I was born,” 


recalls Tony, “I worked very hard 
training to be a professional 
wrestler. But when I came to 
America I saw right away that 
the people didn’t care about fine 
wrestling. At first, I couldn’t fig- 
ure out what.they cared for. Then 
one night — I think it was in 
Toronto—I was getting ready to 
go on when a fellow in the book- 
ing office said to me, ‘Tony, 
you're a real swinger. Those 
dames really flip over you.’ 

“T had never heard the word 
‘Swinger’ before,” said Tony with 
a chuckle. “But I was thankful 
that I was one.” 

One of the original members of 

Continued on Page 60 


When the dolls scream abuse at 
Johnny Powers, it’s all a show. What 
they would really like to do is get 
him in a corner all to themselves. 
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What's Going on Here? You Tell Us! 
It’s a Swingin’ New Game in Which .. . 


YOU Write The Captions 


Here’s what you do: describe the action in 
these dramatic pictures. Then compare your 
versions with ours on page 32. You and your 
friends will have loads of fun testing your abil- 
ity to outshine our caption writers. But play 
fair—and don't peek! 


BILL MILLER (up) vs. DON EAGLE 


BUDDY ROGERS (left) vs. JOHNNY ROUGEAU 


a oe 
7 ot 
‘ te 
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ANDRE BOLLET (up) vs. FRANK VALOIS Se 


fi 


"cer 


LITTLE BEAVER vs. REFEREE MAURICE LEMAN 


On June 28, 1965, in Atlanta, Ga., Buddy 
Fuller and Mario Galento engaged in a furious 
and bloody match for the Southern Heavyweight 
Championship. So many punches were thrown 
that it seemed more like a boxing bout than a 
wrestling match. With Rocky Marciano, the ref- 
eree, getting in a goodly share of the punches 
himself, the boxing aspect of the affair was fur- 
ther intensified. The next day, Atlanta news- 
papers asked, “‘Why don’t they make up their 
minds? If they want to be boxers, let them put 
gloves on their hands and at least make it 
legal.” 

It seemed a good idea to Atlanta promoter 
Paul Jones, who promptly signed Fuller and 
Galento for a return, but this time for a sched- 
uled 10-round boxing match. And to capture 
the full flavor, whom do you think Jones signed 


to referee? Rocky Marciano, natch. Swishing left hooks by Galento (left) and Fuller 
The pictures on these pages show what cross harmlessly over each other soon after the 
happened . . 


THE 


nicht THE WRESTL 


Referee Rocky Marciano, the 
former world’s heavyweight 
boxing champion, tries to 
restrain Galento from driving 
his foot into the stricken 
Fuller's face. 


opening bell. Galento was considered the harder A snarling Fuller bulls Galento into a corner and shoots righthand bombs 
hitter, but Fuller made up for it with his speed. at Mario’s bobbing head. Seconds later, Buddy’s left hook dropped Galento. 


RS BECAME BOXERS 


When Fuller finally arose 
from the knockdown (below, 
opposite) he unleashed a 

furious assault which draped 
Galento over the ropes. The 
end was now in sight. 


Continued 


Galento has been counted out and referee 
Marciano moves to declare Fuller the 

winner. Buddy later explained, ‘| caught 
Galento coming in with a very good right 

to the chin. | felt the impact way down 
to my heels. | knew he wouldn't get up.” 


— * 
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Fuller, holding his gold 
Southern Heavyweight 
Championship belt, has 
his hands raised in 
victory by Marciano and 
Atlanta promoter Paul 
Jones. Jones, who in his 
prime was a great wrestler, 
called Buddy’s victory 
“one of the most exciting 

| have ever seen.” 


‘They Tried to Gang 
Up On 


Sonny catches 
Chico Santana by 
surprise and 
sends him flying 
across the ring 
in wild match 

at Columbus, Ga. 


ut 
‘Em Down 
to Size . 


Midgets are a clannish lot. When a newcomer tries to crash their circle, 


they give him the “treatment.” Then along came Cowboy Sonny Thomas 


23 


— 


ame 
a 
Vs 


Though a newcomer, Thomas was complete- 
ly confident as he awaited his match 
with the tough veteran, Santana. 


Chico wasted no time letting Sonny know who was boss. Taking advantage 
of Thomas’ inexperience, Santana hammered him with chops to the kidneys. 
But Sonny refused to knuckle under, surged back and . . . (see next page). 


BECAUSE MIDGET WRES- 
TLERS are a clannish sort, you 
expect them to lend each other a 
helping hand. And usually they 
do. But let a newcomer come 
along and try to break into the 
exclusive circle and the “In’s’ 
will give him the back of their 
hand. 

“Cowboy” Sonny Thomas got 
himself into that unhappy situa- 
tion about six months ago. In 
Tennessee one night, he got his 
head busted by Fuzzy Cupid. Then 
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in Ohio Little Boy Blue sent him 
to the hospital with four frac- 
tured ribs. 

Sonny somehow got the idea 
that he was not welcome in .““The 
Clan.” But gutsy little fellow that 
he is, he doggedly stuck to his 
guns, though he darn near got 
killed doing so. 

Thomas, born in Montana 20 
years ago, stands a little over 
four feet and weighs only about 
one hundred pounds. Despite his 
size, he is extraordinarily strong. 


His greatest joy is bringing a 
full-grown man to his knees by 
simply squeezing the big man’s 
hand. 

But Sonny quickly learned that 
professional wrestling demands 
much more than just strength, It 
demands a broad knowledge of 
holds, leverage and timing as well 
as the experience that comes only 
from blood, sweat and sometimes 
tears. 

Even while the old pros were 
trying their best to send Sonny 
racing back to Montana, they 
openly admired his courage and 
determination, 

In a St. Louis restaurant one 
night after the matches, Fuzzy 
Cupid and Marcel Semard were 
talking about young Thomas be- 
tween mouthfuls of man-sized 
steaks. 

“What do you think of that 
new kid Sonny Thomas?” Cupid 
asked. 

“Tough,” Semard said. “Very 
tough. He’s got a real strong 
pair of hands.” 

“Have you ever wrestled him?” 
Cupid said, 

“Once. In South Carolina, I 
had a helluva time getting him 
down. He’s got a real strong pair 
of hands.” 

“You said that already,” Cupid 
snapped, 

“I know I did,’ Semard grunt- 
ed. “And Ill say it again if I 
want to.” 

“Go ahead.” 

“I will. He’s got a real strong 
pair of hands.” 

“I hope you’re finished now 
about his hands.” 

Semard smirked and filled his 
mouth with a big chunk of steak. 

“Tll tell you something else 
about that kid Thomas,”’ he con- 
tinued, “We’re gonna have a hard 
time running him out. I think he’s 
gonna make it. I think he’s gon- 
na stick around for a long time 
because he’s not smart enough to 
quit.’”’ 

“That’s good,” Cupid said. 
“Very good. You’ve got to take 
your hat off to a kid who has that 
kind of guts.” 

That’s the way the “In” people 
are talking now about Cowboy 
Sonny Thomas. They like him 
and respect him and inwardly 
most of them hope he makes it. 

Sonny himself is certain that 
he will. “I don’t know what else 


they can do to me to discourage 
me,” he says wryly. “But so far 
I’ve been able to take everything 
they’ve dished out.” 

Thomas recalls that the nearest 
he came to being run out of the 
business was the night he wres- 
tled the tough veteran Chico San- 
tana in Columbus, Ga. 

“T’d heard about Chico,” Sonny 
recalled. “I was warned how 
vicious he was in the ring. He’d 
kick in your head while you were 
on the floor. Stuff like that. In 
fact Doll Paige, a very under- 
standing person and a fine wres- 
tler herself, told me to back out 
of the match. ‘He’s too tough for 
you, Sonny,’ she said. ‘You’re not 
ready for Santana.’ 

“But I took the match anyway 
and I’m glad I did because it 
taught me a very valuable lesson. 
It taught me that the best in a 


person is brought out by the most 
severe competition.” 

Santana gets a sadistic thrill 
out of busting up young kids like 
Thomas. When he left his dress- 
ing room for the ring that night 
in Columbus, he stopped off to 
shove his blond head through the 
door of Sonny’s dressing room. 
“Kid,” he said with a wicked grin, 
“I’m gonna take you apart piece 
by piece. And I’m not gonna put 
you back together.” With that, he 
headed toward the ring. 

For more than 20 nail-biting 
minutes, it looked as if Chico 
would make good on his boast. 
He kicked, punched, gouged, 
yanked hair, butted. And once, 
he even tried to rip off Sonny’s 
trunks, But the kid stood his 
ground and even managed to get 
in a few licks of his own. 


Continued on Page 40 


Chico can’t believe it but he’s down —battered by a 
green kid he thought he'd gobble up in one bite. 
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When Gene Kiniski jumped on him after applyinc 


Whipper Watson knew he was finished— 
miracle would save his title . . . 


WINS MATCH — 


THE MATCH WAS OVER but the rumblings from 
the crowd still echoed throughout Toronto's 
Maple Leaf Gardens. 

In his dressing room, Whipper Billy Watson 
idly rubbed one of the many jagged scars on his 
body and said: 

‘| can understand why the fans are still 
sore about what happened. | can’t blame ‘em. 
But what could | do? It was the only way | 
could save myself when Kiniski went off his 
rocker." 

What happened in the ring that night was 
enough to baffle any spectator. Even the local 
sportswriters didn't know what had taken place 
and they tried to gag the whole bit, one of them 
quoting Whipper as saying, in an “imaginary 
interview,’ that ‘‘It’s more restful that way,” 
meaning the way Watson won the decision lying 
down, 

Nobody bothered to ask Billy, in a real 
interview, what had gone wrong in those last 
few minutes. 

A tremendous amount of interest had been 
built up in the match between Billy and his 275- 
pound opponent, Gene Kiniski, mainly because 
it was the first time in months that the 240- 
pound Whipper had laid his title on the line. 
And scowling Kiniski had been making a lot of 
noise about what he was going to do to Watson 
when he got his massive paws on him, 

‘He's been sitting on the title so long,’ 
rumbled Gene, ‘‘that he's got calluses on his 
behind.” 

As it turned out, it was a prophetic remark. 

Kiniski was in rare form that night. He 
strutted down the aisle, took his time climbing 
through the ropes and removing his short jacket. 

The fans reacted with shattering boos. “Ya 
big bum,"’ someone shouted, “! hope Whipper 
tears ya lousy head off.”’ 

Another fan chanted in a monotone: ‘‘Kini- 


BY ROGER BAKER 


a Backbreaker, 
but he hoped that a 


Whipper had to use all his skill to 
maneuver Kiniski into a position 

like this, but when he did he made 

the most of it—smashing the hulking, 
275-pounder headfirst to the canvas. 
Then Gene went wild and . . . (turn page). 


Watson is trying his darnedest to get back into the ring 
but Gene refuses to share the space and rocks him with 
blasts to the chin. When the Whipper persisted .. . 


ski stinks . . . Kiniski stinks . . . Kiniski stinks .. ."’ 

All these endearments had a typical effect 
on Kiniski: he sneered, scowled and snarled. It 
is one of Gene's attributes that he does this with 
a great flair and the spectators invariably howl 
for his blood. 

Gene started out as usual—using his knees, 
elbows and boots. He made Whipper look like 
a chump instead of the British Empire Champion 
as he kicked him in the midriff, jolted him erect 
with blasts to the chin, then body-slammed 
him. 

The Whipper, though outweighed by 35 
pounds, absorbed this onslaught with incredible 
courage and even managed fo floor Kiniski a 
couple of times. Then Gene went berserk. 
Crowding the Whip against the ropes, he 
worked over him until Billy went limp. Then he 
caught him in a Backbreaker and fell on top of 
him. 

Whipper knew he was finished, but he 
hoped for a miracle. 

‘| didn't want to complain to the referee,” 
he said later, ‘‘but Kiniski pulled some pretty 
raw stuff there before he got me with those 
Backbreakers. He did it sneaky-like, so the ref- 
eree wouldn't see him. And | don’t think any 
of the fans saw him, either. If it hadn't been 
for that, | would have easily avoided falling 
into his Backbreaker trap.” 

At any rate, there was Billy, just ripe for 
the pin. As Gene flopped on him, Whipper des- 
perately threw out his leg—and was pleasantly 
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. .. Gene tied Watson up in the ropes and hammered him to 
the ring apron. Then, using the top rope strand for 
leverage, he stomped him repeatedly on the head and belly. 


surprised to feel his heel land on a rope. 

A whoop went up from the crowd. Whip- 
per was saved! Referee Tiger Tasker would now 
tell Kiniski to get off the Whip and Billy would 
have another chance to rescue his title. 

But Tasker didn’t. 

Ringsiders yelled at him, calling attention 
to Watson's foot on the rope, but Tiger was too 
busy. 

With Kiniski blocking his view, all he could 
see was Whipper’s shoulders flat on the maf. 
So he began to count. When he finished his 
count, he hoisted Kiniski's hand in victory. Then 
he saw Whipper's foot on the rope. 

Waving his arms, he ordered both men to 
continue the match. Billy was willing. But Gene 
had other ideas. 

“The hell with that!’’ he stormed and, 
bolting from the ring, snatched Whipper's 
championship belt from the announcer’s table 
and fled to his dressing room. 

In the hubbub, he didn't hear Tasker’s 
order to ‘‘Come back!"’ and he was counted out. 

So, officially, Watson was still champion. 
A champion who had retained his title while 
flat on his back, true. But nevertheless a cham- 
pion, though minus a belt. Kiniski? He fought 
off everybody who sought to grab the belt from 
him and finally slipped out of the arena with it. 

‘It's mine,’’ he snapped. ‘Il won it and I’m 
gonna keep it. But I'm not gonna sit on it like 
that guy Watson. | ain't gonna grow any cal- 
luses on my behind!"’s 


An Open Letter 
1 to, LBJ 


from 


HAYSTACK 
CALHOUN 


Dear Mr. President: 


I'm a country boy who never had much schoolin'. I don't 
know anythin' about politics or things like that. But I 
know a lot about people 'cause I've come in contact with 
all kinds — from corporation big shots to the little 
sharecropper's daughter down in Kentucky. 

People like me. And that means more to me than all 
the money in the world. Most wrestlers, you know, are in 
the business jest to milk all they can out of it. I'min 
it to make a livin', sure. But mostly I'm in it to make 
people happy ... to give 'ema little enjoyment out of 
life. 

They say that all the world loves a fat man. I can 
tell you only what I have learned from experience about 
that. There's a lot to it. Most people are partial to 
big men and big women. And the bigger they are, the more 
partial folks are to them. 

I can get away with a lot of things a normal-size man 
could never get away with. Like I can steal a kiss from 
a feller's wife while he's standing right there watch- 
in' and he wouldn't get sore. He'd just laugh and say, 
"Haystack, you're a card." I'll bet you that if some- 
body else kissed his wife, that same feller would run 
a knife through that man's heart. 

Why am I tellin' you all this? Well, the other day I 
was down in Florida and I was readin' in the papers about 
all the trouble and killin’ going on in India and in that 
place they call Vietnam. In fact, all over the world 
there's folks killin' other folks. And all them smart 
fellers over in the United Nations stay up and argue 
with each other all night long. But the killin' still 
goes on. Now I'm jest a li'l old country boy, but I'm 
smart enough to know that somethin's wrong someplace. 


Continued 


“1 don’t want you to think I’m bein’ egotistical or anythin’ like that, 
but people all over seem to like me, the way they did here durin’ my 
trip to Tokyo, and | figger they’Il listen to what | got to say .. .” 
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I got to thinkin' about how 
all my life, jest because I'm 
so big, people have always had 
a soft spot in their hearts 
for me, and the things I've 
been able to do just because 
I weigh more than 600 pounds. 
I started to wonder if maybe 
I couldn't do somethin’ good 
if I took a hand in trying to 
straighten out those feudin' 
folks over in India and Viet- 
nam. Heck, I figure that if I 
had an hour alone with those 
feudin' folks I'd havea fair- 
to = middlin'. chance of 
Straightenin' ‘em out and 
sendin' ‘em back home with 
their arms aroun' each other, 
real friendly like. 

In other words, I'd really 
like a chance to use what I 
learned about handlin' jest 
average folks like you and 
me on big countries like China 
and Russia. By golly, I figure 


it has a pretty fair chance of 
working out real good. 

The more I got to thinkin' 
about all this, the better I 
liked the idea. I got so all 
riled up about the thing, in 
fact, that I'm sittin' in my 
motel room and writin’ out 
this letter to tell you about 
what I got in mind and asking 
you to send me over to see them 
Russians so as I could talk 
to ‘em in my own way. 

If you say it's okay and I 
can go, I reckon I'd take a 
few days and just mosey around 
Moscow, smilin' at folks, 
lettin' the kids poke their 
fingers into my belly to make 
Sure it's real. And I'd eat 
all my meals where people 
could see me eatin'—like near 
a window in a restaurant. 
Folks always like to watch me 
eat. This brings them closer 
to me. You'd be surprised at 


the expressions folks get 
when they see me sittin’ in 
front of a large fryin' pan 
with two dozen sunnyside up 
eggs just a-sizzlin' and a- 
waitin' to get ate. It makes 
‘em real partial to me. 

I'd wear my regular blue 
jeans over there in Moscow, 
and of course I'd have my 
lucky horseshoe strapped 
around my neck. But I'd have 
my hair slicked back with hog 
grease, so as I'd look real 
dignified. 

After I seed and spoke with 
the regular folks in Moscow 
I'd go see the big shots and 
get down to the real serious 
talk. Heck, they gotta see 
my way after I explain that 
Americans — folks like you 
and me—jest want to live in 
peace, and that we ain't look- 
in' to take their land away 
from them. I'll tell ‘em that 


“Looka these kids wavin’ their autograph books at 
me. One of the first things I'll do when | get to 
Moscow is have the young-uns come up and poke their 
fingers into me so they’ll know I’m real. Then we'll 
get to know each other real well. After that I'll 

talk to the big shots and tell ’em we're jest plain 
folks in America and not aimin’ to bomb anybody.” 


folks down in Kentucky been 
a-feudin' for more'n a hun- 
dred years, but that down deep 
they're all brothers and when 
they finally shake hands and 
make up, they all can't figure 
out why they were a-feudin' in 
the first place. 

All I'd try to do is to use 
good old cracker barrel talk 
on folks who never heard it 
before. That's the way we 
straighten out feuds where I 
come from. There's somethin' 
about sittin’ round a pot- 
bellied stove down at the 
country store, smokin' a ripe 
corncob pipe, and with the 
jug sittin' close by on the 
floor, talkin' things over 
with neighbors. Infact, I'ma 
thinkin' about taking a pot- 
bellied stove over to Moscow 
just for atmosphere. And, of 
course, I'd leave it over 
there, as a gift, when I come 
home. 

I figure that they'd want me 
to wrestle over there, so as 
they can see what I do to make 
my living. That would be jest 
fine with me. And the way I 
look at it, if they see me 
wrestle, it would bring 'em 
closer to me. I mean maybe 
they'd respect me more. All 
folks in America have a cer-= 
tain respect for professional 
athletes. And I figure folks 
over in Russia ain't no dif- 
ferent. 

I'd wrestle for nothing. 
Or, better yet, I'd give what- 
ever purse they'd want to pay 
me to a charity for orphans. 
You know I do a lot of work for 
orphans down home. 

When I got to talkin' with 
the President of Russia, or 
whatever they call him, I'd 
ask him to make a visit to the 
States, and that I'd person- 
ally see to it that he got 
to meet the little people. Not 
only the big shots down in 
Washington, but the cowboys 
and the hill folks. The way I 
figure it, if all that politi- 
cal hogwash was cut out, and 
these big shot foreigners got 
to really see the people, all 
the troubles of the world 
would be wiped away with one 
big swish. 

I'm ready to do my part 
right now. Jest say the word, 
Mr. President! 


Respectfully yours, 
HAYSTACK CALHOUN 


A SWINGIN’ NEW GAME Continued from Page 19 


COMPARE 


YOUR CAPTIONS» 


ee, | re 
aon BOLLET (up) vs. FRANK VALOIS === 


LITTLE BEAVER vs. REFEREE MAURICE LEMAN 


Don Eagle was fuming with anger. All through the This strange scene was snapped when Buddy Rogers was 
first and second falls, he had been suckered into at the height of his “popularity.” Buddy had just 
Big Bill Miller's trap. Miller would swing Don finished crippling an opponent in a match at Mon- 
over his head and slam him to the mat flat on his treal and his brutality infuriated wrestler Johnny 
back. Then Big Bill would leap atop of him and Rougeau, who was at ringside in his street clothes. 
squash the wind out of him. Don came out for the Johnny hurled a taunting challenge at Rogers and 
third fall, determined to fix Miller’s wagon when Rogers dared him to put his fist where his mouth was. 
he tried the stunt again. At the crucial moment, That was all Johnny needed. He leaped into the ring 
he thrust out his legs and caught Bill in midair, and drove Buddy to one knee with four chops to the 
Then he upended Miller and sat on him for the pin. jaw. The cops saved Rogers from further damage. 
(C) rane for his bout with Ed Carpentier, the fly- (D) anc Bollet (up) had much the same problem with 
ing Frenchman, Hans Schmidt ran five miles a day Frank Valois as Carpentier had with Schmidt. Every 
and followed up the stint by swiveling down an time he blasted Valois to the mat and went for 
obstacle course such as the ones used by football his legs, Frank would kick him in the gut. After 
players in practice sessions. The idea was to a few such wallops, Bollet was having trouble with 
develop agility so that he could avoid Carpentier’s his inside plumbing. He had to get Valois—but 
dazzling acrobatic attacks. For ten minutes, he how? The answer came quite by accident. In trying 
succeeded in doing just that and drove Carpentier to grab Frank’s legs again, Andre stumbled and reached 
out of his mind. Then Ed got smart and herded out for something. That something was Valois’ foot. 
Hans into a corner to deliver this coup de grace. Andre gave it a vicious wrench—and disabled his foe. 


©) 


Looks like an odd way for a wrestler to communicate with 
the referee, doesn’t it? Little Beaver got into this 

weird position after getting his lumps from another mid- 
get whom he hates so much that he doesn’t even want to 
mention his name. Before the match, this nameless op- 
ponent had vowed to give Beaver a complete scalping. He 
proceeded to do so by dragging Beaver headfirst across 
the mat at every opportunity. After a while, you could 
actually see the skid marks on Beaver’s skull. He kept 
protesting to the referee right up to the very end. = 
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EMILE DUPRE 


VS. 


SKULL MURPHY 


A hero goes wild... 


For the better part of seven minutes, 
Skull Murphy tried his darnedest to 
bash in Emile Dupre’s handsome features, 
but he didn't have much luck. Then, 
catching Emile coming off the ropes 

in Greenville, S.C., bout, he managed 
to claw him across the left cheek. 
Emile, sensitive about his good looks, 
blew up. Whipping around, he grab- 
bed Skull behind the neck (left) and 
sent him sprawling into the ropes 
(previous page). Failing to hang on 
to the ropes, Skull dropped headfirst 
to the ground (below) and conked out. 


... anda villain bites the dust 


FRED BLASSIE 


VS. 


CHIEF LITTLE EAGLE 


‘Crunch’ 


Zo 
Blassie’s 
teeth... 


Most fans are sure Fred Blassie has 
cannibal blood in him. There were 

a few in Atlanta, Ga., who doubted 

it but they changed their minds 
after seeing Fred feast on Chief 
Little Eagle’s face in one of 

the sport’s rawest exhibitions. 


... and the 
mighty chief 
spurts 


blood 


His face and body splattered with 
blood, Chief Little Eagle lies 
stunned after the savage attack. 
The referee offers him a helping 
hand but he is too weak to get 

up. In his dressing room later, 

the Chief expressed shock at Fred’s 
tactics. “That man,” he said, 

“ought to be banned from the sport.” 


By JAMES LONGSTREET 


The Pat 


Patterson 
Mystery 


Once he 
looked 
like 


this... 


..» He wore lipstick and nail polish and went around 
with a white poodle. Then he dropped out of sight— 
and the fans started guessing about what had happened 
to him. Their guesses were all wrong... 
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ABOUT TWO YEARS AGO, a handsome young 
man with a magnificent physique was one of 
wrestling's top attractions in the Pacific North- 
west. His name was Pat Patterson, and he was 
a terrific showman .. . in a peculiar kind of 
way. 

Patterson, you see, tried to act like a girl. 
He wore lipstick (‘‘Orange is my favorite shade”’) 
and fingernail polish to match. When he walked 
into the ring, he wore a waist-length ermine 
jacket, with matching headpiece. And he strutted 
around the ring with his hands on his hips, oc- 
casionally slapping at the air like a petulant 
fairy. 

Pat had a pet—a small white poodle, the 
kind dowagers use as lap dogs. He took that 
little dog with him wherever he went, and he 
continually stroked its neck and talked sooth- 
ingly to it: “Now Daddy's little baby, don't cry.” 

Patterson's antics disgusted some people, 
but amused the vast majority, most of whom 
rooted for his opponents to mash his pretty face 
into the canvas. 

“I guess men hate me because they're jeal- 
ous,’ Pat said, ‘and the women hate me be- 
cause |'m stepping into their own private world." 

But Patterson frustrated his enemies by win- 
ning most of his matches with a combination of 
natural skill and brutality. Pat was a villain. In 
spades! 

“| know that kicking a man's head until 
the blood flows doesn't go with orange lipstick 
and a lap dog,’’ he once remarked, ‘‘but then 
people aren't always what they appear to be.” 

Patterson had a successful run of over a 
year wrestling in the Northwest, then he sudden- 
ly dropped out of sight. Where did he go? No- 
body seemed to know for sure. They could only 
guess ... he went to Japan . . . he went to Aus- 
tralia . . . he quit wrestling. . . . There were all 
sorts of wild guesses. Not one was true. 

It wasn’t until about six months ago that 
the mystery was finally solved. Pat reappeared 
in San Francisco, with blond instead of coal- 
black hair, and without lipstick and nail polish. 
Even the little poodle was gone. 

And Pat had himself a tag team partner 
. +. @ great partner—Ray “Bombs Away”’ Stev- 
ens. Together they roamed northern California, 
chopping down all competition. “They're un- 
beatable,’’ commented the TV announcer one 
night after the Patterson-Stevens combo racked 
up a quick victory in straight falls. 

Pat and Ray work beautifully together be- 


cause they perform the most complex maneuvers 
as if controlled by a central brain. 

“I can just glance at Pat in that ring,"’ says 
Stevens with a chuckle, ‘‘and know exactly what 
he’s going to do next.” 

Does Patterson miss the lipstick, nail polish 
and little lap dog? 

“No,” he said thoughtfully. “That part of 
my life is over. | enjoyed it while it lasted be- 
cause what | was doing amused people. But 
great feats are not accomplished through the 
use of gimmicks." 

Ray Stevens was listening to Patterson and 
he cut him off sharply. ‘‘You’re right, kid,"’ Ray 
said. ‘‘Great things aren't accomplished with 
gimmicks. They're accomplished with me! Ray 
Stevens!” 

Patterson grinned. ‘See what | mean?" he 
said, ‘‘That’s what you need—confidence!” = 


Patterson (left) and Ray Stevens posed 
for this picture before recent tag team 
match at San Francisco’s Cow Palace. 


GENTLEMAN SAUL Continued from Page 13 


story to the judge. 

When Nashville wrestling promoter 
Nick Gulas heard about the bloodletting 
at Rossi’s, he did what any good wrestling 
promoter would do under similar circum- 
stances—he immediately signed Rossi and 
Karl Von Brauner for an official wres- 
tling match, making the most of the in- 
valuable publicity provided by the res- 
taurant incident. 

Said promoter Gulas: “At least if 
somebody gets killed, he won’t be dying 
for nothing.” 


Displaying his usual brand of bravery, Gentleman Saul 
waited until Karl Von Brauner had draped Len over the 
ropes before he moved in to clobber him with a chair... 


The “official” match attracted a ca- 
pacity house, and nobody got killed and 
everybody got paid, including Saul Wein- 
geroff. But nobody won. The match ended 
in a draw. = 


Schweinhund!’ roars 
Rossi. Tl! make 
pasta fazoola outtaya!’ 


. . . Then Saul sat down again and assumed an innocent air. 
But Rossi wasn’t fooled and when he recovered he leaped 
over the ropes and tried to part Saul from his silk suit. 


Mickey Long (right) feels whip-like effect of Carlson’s bulldoggin’ hold in Amarillo, Texas, match. 


Cowhoy Carlson bitterly resents not being given at least some credit 
for inventing one of wrestling's most spectacular maneuvers. 


BY COWBOY CARLSON 


THIS PICTURE WAS TAKEN in March or April of 1955. 
It shows me using a hold which, about two years later, 
became known as the ‘‘Bulldoggin' Hold.” 

You ask, why should | be making a big deal out 
of such a thing now? Because of principle, that’s why. 

You see, | was the guy who invented this hold, 
and I'd like to get at least some of the credit. But when- 
ever anybody sees or even thinks about the Bulldogger, 
they immediately think of Bob Ellis. 

Now | have nothing against Ellis. In fact, he’s 
a good friend of mine. Has been for many years. I’m 
not going to come right out and say Bob stole the hold 
from me. But | suspect he saw me use it a long time 
ago and ‘‘borrowed”’ it. 

Nothing wrong with that. | can't blame Bob, if 
that’s the way it happened. But it really bugs me to 
know that the public has been led to believe, and very 
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successfully, that Ellis created and perfected my hold. 

Ellis, of course, has the advantage over me in that 
he has been wrestling all over the country for the last 
six or seven years, while | have restricted my appear- 
ances to the Southwest. Therefore, he has built himself a 
national reputation, and since he never fails to use my 
Bulldoggin’ hold at least once in every bout, | can under- 
stand what happened. 

The strange part of it is that other wrestlers haven't 
jumped on the bandwagon and used the hold. One | 
night | asked Ellis that question and he let out a long 
belly laugh. ‘Because they don’t know where to begin,” 
Bob said, ‘It takes perfect timing and a lot of strength.” 

Then he really rubbed it in by adding, ‘Only me 
and you can Bulldog.” 

At least he gave me some credit. But so far, he's 
the only one who has. a 


BRUISER - BOBO BRAZIL 


Continued from Page 9 


lock his hands together. 

| lost count of the times my fist smacked 
against his nose, eyes and mouth. But the ef- 
fects were there. There was a deep cut over his 
eye. His nose was split on the bridge, and the 
blood from it poured down his face. 

| knew that Brazil would have liked nothing 
better than to jump out of that ring and go 
home. But he needed an excuse—a face-saving 
excuse. He couldn't think of one and so he had 
to stand there and take it. 

“Fall down, you bum,"’ | told him. ‘‘You're 
gonna get flattened anyway.” 

He stared at me, not knowing what to 
answer. He tried to butt me under the chin. 
But | sidestepped and caught him smack in the 
mouth with a right uppercut. His whole body 
quivered for a few seconds, then he fell, face 
down, on the floor. 

| grabbed him by the hair and yanked him 
back to his feet, then | got him in a headlock 
and plowed him into the ropes. This is when 
that picture was taken. 

| held him with one hand and kept smack- 
ing him in the face with the other until his flesh 
seemed to have turned fo puity. 

The more | kept smacking him, the wilder 
| became. I'm like that you know. | lose my 


head real fast. And it was even worse when | 
felt this lifeless body, which by now was drip- 
ping with hot blood. 

We all have some animal in us. Maybe | 
have more than the average man. | don't know. 
But | went berserk. 

| roared at the top of my lungs: ‘‘Die! Die! 
You rat fink!"’ 

| don't really know why | said that. Ex- 
cept, like | mentioned before, | was suddenly 
turned into an animal. 

The referee probably believed me, because 
he tried to pull me away with all his strength. 
But when he realized that | wasn't going to let 
go, and that | didn't know what | was doing, 
he put his mouth down against Bobo’s ear and 
said excitedly, ‘Give up, Bobo! Give up!” 

But Bobo was unconscious, or close fo if. 
He couldn’t answer. Then the referee did a very 
wise thing. In fact, in all my career, | never re- 
spected a referee as much as | did the man who 
worked that match between Brazil and me. 

He grabbed my hair and shouted, “You 
win, Bruiser! He quit. Let him loose."’ 

It took a few seconds to sink in, and then 
| let Brazil loose and he dropped to the floor in 
a dead stupor. 

| don't know if Bobo knows to this day 
what happened. But if he hasn't already done 
it, he should call that referee on the phone and 
thank him for saving his life. = 


SONNY THOMAS 


Continued from Page 25 


Having survived his first big test, 
Thomas gratefully acknowledges the 
thunderous cheers of the crowd. 


Chico won the first fall with a 
back drop. But he lost the second 
by disqualification when he re- 
fused to break on orders from the 
referee. 

In the third fall, young Sonny 
Thomas did something he will 
proudly recall as long as he lives 
. . . he pinned Chico Santana. 
Santana angrily denies that he 
was pinned, but that’s the way it 
went down in the record books, 

How did Sonny pin Chico? 
Well, to be perfectly honest, it 
was mostly by luck. Chico him- 
self helped by making the fatal 
mistake of breaking wrestling’s 
cardinal rule: Never take your 
eyes off your opponent. 

When the bell rang for the 
third fall, Santana was still chas- 
ing the referee around the ring, 
cursing him and demanding a 
reversal of the disqualification 
verdict that had cost Chico the 
second fall. 
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While Santana was protesting, 
Thomas, showing his lack of ex- 
perience, just stood silently by 
and watched. The crowd urged 
him to go after Santana. But 
Sonny didn’t budge. He seemed 
fascinated by it all. 

Then the referee himself mo- 
tioned Sonny into action. ‘Go 
after him, son,” the referee said. 
“The bell rang, It’s legal.” 

Finally, Thomas stepped for- 
ward and, while Santana had his 
back turned, snapped on a full- 
nelson, quickly brought Chico to 
the mat, switched to a cradle hold 
and pinned him. 

The sudden turnabout caught 
Chico by surprise. When he rea- 
lized what had happened, he al- 
most broke a blood vessel in pro- 
test. But the crowd’s cheers 
drowned his curses. It was all 
over and little Sonny Thomas had 
himself a victory that would in- 
spire him for the rest of his life. = 


yy BARBARA GALENTO 
yr BOBBIE PETTERSON 
x RAMONA TeSELLE 

xr CORRINE CORDERO 
vy PENNY BANNER 

xy FABULOUS MOOLAH 
x JUDY GRABLE 

vx TERRY MAJORS 


The Magnificent NEW 
WRESTLING ALBUM 


15 WERE / 


The incomparable 1965 WRESTLING AL- 
BUM is here and waiting for all those 
eager fans who have been deluging us 


with letters and banging on our doors for 
it! And what a fabulous album it is—the 
ONLY one of its kind in the world! 


EXCLUSIVE full-page pinups of ALL your favorite stars. Here are just a few: 
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BRUNO SAMMARTINO 
ED CARPENTIER 
VITTORIO APOLLO 
GENE KINISKI 

Plus: Heroes 

and Villains 

galore! 


ALBUM 


LOU THESZ 

RAY STEVENS 
FRITZ VON ERICH 
DAN HODGE 

Plus: Tag-Teams, 
Midgets and 
Gorgeous Gals! 
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WHAT’S MORE—for all you dyed-in-the- 
wool wrestling fans who have been crying 
for FULL PAGE photos of your favorites, 
ready for framing, here is what you'll get: 
EACH PINUP, available nowhere else, 
can be easily removed from the Album 


999099 99O090900009000006 


Send this coupon, together with $1 for each copy of the 


Album you order, to: 

G. C. LONDON PUBLISHING CORP. 
Box 58 

Rockville Centre, N. Y. 11571 
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EPPA ED SO eser eet tare te rere oceencasb arceaststcs shiva arensted uisceee eoticen IT OS ae ATICIGNO 
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money order (] > 4 


and framed. Think of it! Your wall cov- 
ered with framed pictures of the world’s 
greatest stars! 


Don’t delay—order your copy of this 
great new 1965 WRESTLING ALBUM 
today! Only ONE DOLLAR! This big, 
lavish album — with its distinctive, 
colorful cover —is available only by 
mail, To get it, simply fill in the cou- 
pon and mail it to us with your re- 
mittance and — presto! — your 1965 
WRESTLING ALBUM will he on its way 


AM UP WITH MY DAUGHTER? 
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YOURE 
CRAZY! 


That’s what Mario 
Galento said when a 
promoter mentioned 
the idea. Then 
Mario talked to 
Barbara—and what 
do you think 
happened? 


MARIO GALENTO is a big, brash 
man who bulls his way through 
life as if he were the only man on 
earth. 

“Nothing bothers me,” he'll tell 
you. Then, with a threatening 
gleam in his coal-black eyes, he'll 
add, “And I ain’t afraid of noth- 


But there is one thing Mario is 
afraid of — public opinion. It 
started on a stifling hot day early 
last May when an imaginative 
wrestling promoter thought it 
would be a fantastic idea if he 
could come up with a new kind 
of tag team, 

But what could there possibly 
be new about tag teams? In fact, 
what could be new about wres- 
tling, period? We've had mixed 
teams of men and women, male 
midgets with full-grown female 
dolls, female midgets with full- 
grown he-men.So what else could 
be new? 

Of course this imaginative pro- 
moter had the answer all along. 
Mario Galento is a professional 
wrestler. And his well-stacked 
daughter, Barbara, is also a pro- 
fessional wrestler. Continued 


Gregg Petterson and his wife, Bobbie, 
wait in corner before bout began. 
This was Bobbie's first pro match and 
she admitted, ‘| was very nervous.” 


“What a coincidence!” ex- 
claimed the promoter, rubbing 
his hands together in anticipa- 
tion like the villain in a silent 
movie. When he first brought up 
the subject though, he got a flat 
rejection. 

“Why, that’s ridiculous,” Mar- 
io said. ‘What would people 
think? A father wrestling with 
his own daughter—for pay, too.” 

“Would you rather do it for 
nothing?” the promoter chuck- 
led. 

“Don’t get smart,’ Galento 
snapped. “You know what I’m 
talking about.” 

“Aw, take it easy, Mario. I was 
only kidding. I mean I was only 
kidding about you wrestling for 
nothing. But I can’t see anything 
wrong about you and Barbara 
wrestling as a team. In fact, it 
will show the people how closely- 
knit a family the Galentos are. 
And besides, so what if some 


Putting maximum pressure on head- 
lock, Bobbie slams Barbara Galento's 
head against her own side. 


straitlaced old fuddy-duddies 
don’t like it? So what!” 

Mario said he would think 
about it and talk it over with 
Barbara, “I'll get back to you 
tomorrow,” he said, 

When the tough old warrior 
got home he had a confused look 
on his rugged face. 

“What's the matter, Dad?” 
asked his 21-year-old daughter. 

“Nothing, kid,” he said, forc- 
ing a smile. 

But she didn’t believe him, and 
when he slumped down in his 
overstuffed easy chair, she 
slipped gracefully to the floor 
and then tucked her head against 
his knees, like a kitten playing 
up to its master. 

Mario stroked her hair with 
his enormous hand. He started 
to say something, but stopped. 
There was a long pause. Then he 
tried again and this time the 
words came out. 

“Honey,” he began, “I want to 
ask you a question and I want 
you to tell me the truth. Even if 


you think your answer will hurt 
my feelings, I want you to tell 
me the truth anyway. Will you 
do that?” 

Barbara nodded, with a sur- 
prised look on her face. 

“Do you think it would be 
wrong for a father and daughter 
to work together as a tag team?” 

Barbara’s answer came in- 
stantly. “It would certainly be 
better that way than if they 
worked on opposite teams — 
against each other!” 

Mario stared at his daughter. 
He hadn’t thought of it that way, 
but it made a lot of sense. ‘“Hon- 
ey,” he said, hugging her, “‘you’re 
the greatest!” 

He hugged her so hard that 
she screamed, “Dad! Stop it! 
You’re breaking my ribs.” 

He whirled her around, then 
released her. ‘“‘Let’s talk about 


it,” he said. They talked for an 
hour and concluded that there 
would be nothing at all wrong 
with a father-daughter tag team. 
‘In fact,” said Barbara, “I think 


With a mighty heave, Bobbie sends Galento fly- 
ing across the ring. She followed up with a 
booming dropkick that had Barbara woozy. 


it would be perfectly marvelous. 
How many fathers, old enough to 
have 21-year-old daughters, are 
still man enough to wrestle pro- 
fessionally?” Then she added, 
proudly, “T’ll bet you’re the only 
one in the world who can do it, 
Dad.” 

They put away a lot of spa- 
ghetti that night, and washed it 
down with two bottles of red 
wine. Mario loves spaghetti, espe- 
cially the way Barbara makes it. 

Next day, Mario called the pro- 
moter and told him, “You can 
match me and my daughter 
against any team in the world. 
I don’t even care if it’s an all-man 
team, or two lions, or two tigers. 
We can lick ’em. We’re a team. 
A great team!” 

To make it a real family night, 


Mario Galento took advantage of the situa- 

tion when Bobbie Petterson was slammed into 
corner where he was standing, by yanking 
her hair so hard that she let out a scream. 


Galento pulls Gregg Petterson’s trunks to get added leverage while referee 
is busy watching Gregg’s shoulders being edged toward mat. But the cries 
of the crowd finally put the official wise and he made Mario release hold. 


the promoter selected a man and 
wife team for Mario and Barbara 
Galento to cut their teeth on... 
the team of Gregg and Bobbie 
Petterson. 

The historic bout—the first in 
which a father and daughter 
wrestled as a team—took place 
in the small town of Holly 
Springs, Ga., on the night of May 
25, 1965, 

“I wasn’t sure whether to make 
it one fall or best two out of 
three,” the promoter recalled. “I 
finally decided to go all the way 
and two out of three it was.” 

Our reporter on the scene 
wrote, “I was curious to see 
which team the crowd would root 
for. I guessed it would be the 
father and daughter, but I was 
wrong. The Pettersons were by 
far the crowd’s darlings.” 

Not even the novelty — and 
warmth—of a father and daugh- 
ter, working side by side, could 
offset the Galentos’ savage rep- 
utation. And every second they 
were in that ring they were the 
target for everything from ring- 
ing boos to flying pop bottles and 
cigar butts. 

Mario was hurt by the crowd’s 
reaction. “I thought they might 
forget the past just this one 
time,” he said. 

He threw his arm around his 
daughter as they waited in the 
corner, “To hell with ’em!” he 
told her, ‘‘We can lick the whole 
world, if we stick together.” Bar- 
bara smiled warmly at her Dad 


and planted a kiss on his cheek. 

As for the Pettersons, the 
cheers of the crowd didn’t do 
them much good as they were 
slugged, bombed and squashed 
by the souped-up Galentos, who 
took the match in two straight 
falls. 

A short time later, the promo- 
ter walked into Mario’s dressing 
room. Then, together, they 
walked across the hall to Bar- 
bara’s room. Mario knocked on 
the door. 

“Are you decent?” he asked. 

“Yes, Pop. Come on in.” 

The promoter planted a kiss on 


Enraged by Mario’s 
foul tactics, Pet- 
terson bombarded 
Galento with 
punches of all 
kinds to soften 

him up, then went 
to work with some 
fouls of his own. 


Barbara’s forehead. “You were 
just great,’ he said enthusias- 
tically. “I think we started a 
whole new thing tonight.” 

Barbara shook her head. “No,” 
she said. “I don’t think so.” 

The promoter and Mario looked 
dumbly at each other. 

“What do you mean, honey?” 
Mario asked. 

“Oh nothing, Pop. I was just 
disappointed by the way the peo- 
ple reacted. I thought they’d 
... Wwell...I just thought, You 
know.” 

Mario understood. So did the 
promoter. She was bitterly up- 
set by the crowd’s ugly attitude. 

Later that evening, in the quiet 
of their living room, Barbara said 
to her father, “Dad, they must 
really hate us. They have to hate 
us very much to have booed us 
tonight.” 

“T’m sorry,” the old wrestler 
said soothingly. “But that’s the 
price people like us must pay for 
the way we make our living, May- 
be if they didn’t hate us they 
would not come to see us. And 
Td rather be hated than have 
that.” 

Barbara tried hard to smile. 
But she couldn’t do it. It is a 
terrible thing when a 21-year-old 
woman realizes that the whole 
world hates her even when she 
tries so hard to do the right 
thing, = 


Penny Banner Asks: ‘Wh S 


A 


Some of the rumors that have 
been spread about Banner are 
unprintable. Is there the 
slightest element of truth in 
them? Read what Penny 
herself has to say... 


YOU KNOW the type. They’ve 
usually got a leer on their face 
and have a habit of cupping their 
mouth to your ear when they 
want to tell you something in con- 
fidence. 

The wrestling arenas are full 
of them and, of late, they have 
been spreading a harvest of ru- 
mors about one of the sport’s 
most popular performers—lovely 
Penny Banner. 

Some of the rumors are un- 
printable. And they’re so out- 
rageous that nobody in his right 
mind would believe them. But 
even the milder ones are acutely 
embarrassing. 

Like the remark made by an 
old geezer at ringside after Penny 
had beaten an opponent in two 
straight falls. “I hear,” he cack- 
led, “that she leads a pretty wild 
life.” 

“Pll bet,” said his hawk-nosed 


neighbor, chomping on a redolent po aes Fe pr If you believe 
eee aL eS 


cigar. “Wish I was ten years 


younger. I wouldn’t mind joining << RES we '~ ; : ae BS for Penny is 
her party!” : ine Es 7, ox 


“Yeah! Wouldnt mind it Qe ee batt ; 
m’self . . .” His eyes roved over ~~ (isa. oe a parties anda 
Penny’s figure, pausing at every 


eurve. “But I hear her husband is * ‘ > : 3 2 See aCe away fi rom 


Who's the guy teaching very jealous.” 

Penny how to use a No. 3 “Jealous? Why, that Johnny 
sb sageiabis rials geal Weaver won’t let her out of his 
shoulders on the previous sight for a second. He even fol- 
page—green-eyed Johnny lows her around on his nights off, 
Weaver. According to the when she’s wrestling out of town.” 


gossips, he trails Banner 


“Iz ? i h 
around like a bloodhound. Izzat so? Makes it PreHy AUS 


on her, eh? I mean, how does she 
manage to get away? Must be 
pretty clever to do that with a jeal- 


: ous husband.” 
Penny has been hearing 


plenty of things these His neighbor winked. “Oh, I 
days—things she doesn’t suppose she finds some excuse 
care to hear. But she'll . . . you know how determined 


always listen to what 


‘ women get when they want to do 
daughter Wendi has to say. 


something .. .” 
This character was right about 
one thing: Penny Banner is a de- 
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termined woman, She’s deter- 
mined to commit mayhem if she 
ever catches up with him and 
other rumor-mongers. 

“Not one of those so-and-so’s 
knows what he’s talking about,” 
Penny snapped. “But they go 
shooting their mouths off, any- 
way.” 

The fact is that Penny and 
Johnny Weaver have been hap- 
pily married since 1959 and they 
like nothing better than to spend 
an evening at home with their 
five-year-old daughter, Wendi. 

“We try to stay together as 
much as possible, even though 
this is hard to do with Johnny 
and me wrestling in different 
cities sometimes,” Penny said. 

“Sure, it’s true that Johnny 
follows me around when he’s not 
wrestling. But it’s not because 


he’s jealous. He’s concerned about 
me and is always at ringside to 
give me adyice if I need it. It’s 
the same thing when I’m off and 
he’s wrestling.” 

Another thing that Penny has 
to contend with is that the fans 
have a peculiar image of her. 
“They don’t consider me as a hu- 
man being. I don’t blame them, 
of course. My business is to knock 
other women unconscious. 

“This is the image that gives 
me the things I want—the mink 
coats, the big cars, the steaks for 
breakfast. The good things in 
liketwe sure 

“But there is the other side of 
me—the human side. Somehow, 
though, the fans can’t seem to pic- 
ture me as a devoted wife and 
mother. To them, I’m just a 
wrestler.” 


—— 
_——_—— 


the rumor-mongers, life 

one round of champagne 

she just can’t wait to get 

her insanely-jealous husband 


It seems odd that a guy who is pic- 


tured as an ogre should be the 
playful sort who shakes salt on his 
wife’s head to “‘season” her. And 
for a wife who is supposed to be 
desperate for privacy, Penny looks 
so angry she can’t help laughing. 
Penny is so desperate to get away, 
in fact, that she can’t even stand 
playing a guitar duet with Wendi. 


But this doesn’t bother Penny 
a fraction as much as the stories 
that have her leading a fast life 
bubbling with champagne and 
wild parties. 

“T like a good time as much as 
the next person,” she said. “But 
that means having it with Johnny 
and Wendi. And Johnny feels the 
same way—don’t you, Johnny?” 

Johnny grinned. “You’re the 
boss, honey,” he said. “By the 
way,” he added slyly, “why don’t 
we step out tonight? I’m just in 
the mood for one of those wild 
champagne parties. . . .” 

He ducked just in time to avoid 
a playful punch to the chin. s 


CLASSIC BOUTS IT IS REGRETTABLE that Corrine Cordero and 
Ramona TeSelle are no longer active in profes- 
sional wrestling, because both were truly remark- 

WITH RAMONA TeSELLE SQUATTING able women —enormously powerful and agile, 
courageous and skillful. 

ON HER FACE, CORRINE CORDERO Corrine and Ramona hit their peak of popu- 


WAS ABOUT TO BLACK OUT. THEN larity in the late 1950’s, when many of their sup- 
CORRINE DID THE ONLY THING POS porters traveled as much as 500 miles just to see 


them perform. 
SIBLE Ee ta “Those were marvelous days,” Ramona re- 


SUFFOCATING 


called recently. “Wrestling seemed to be different 
in those days. The people were much more en- 
thusiastic than they are today.” 

She’s probably right. How many people to- 
day would walk around the corner to see a wres- 
tling match, let alone travel 500 miles? 

Corrine Cordero feels the same way, “I wish 
I could turn back the years,” she says. 

TeSelle, who is of Swedish descent, was born 
in North Branch, Minn. Her best fighting weight 


CORRINE 


was 133 pounds and her success resulted from a 
combination of solid wrestling knowledge and 
almost perfect timing. She was a master at mak- 
ing an opponent do exactly what she wanted her 
to do. 
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Cordero, who, at 5’ 6”, was two inches shorter 
than TeSelle, was born in Georgia but built her 
reputation in the Midwest. An all-around athlete, 
she excelled at water-skiing, basketball and bowl- 
ing (145 lifetime average). 

In an early bout, Corrine had the misfortune 
of being tossed into the ring with one of the 
toughest old pros in history, Ella Waldek. The 
result: Cordero wound up with a broken collar 
bone. 


But she recovered and was all the wiser from 
that painful experience. 

“Tt taught me always to respect my oppon- 
ent. I went into that bout with Waldek thinking 
that she would be a breeze... that I’d clip her 


CORRINE: “The referee 
stopped Ramona the first 
time she tried to 
smother me...” 


RAMONA: “Corrine never 
forgave me for what | 
did. She blasted me all 
over the ring...” 


with a flying tackle and then fall on her for the 
pin. Yeah. What a surprise I was in for... .” 

Corrine made her professional debut at the 
Tampa (Fla.) Armory in the winter of 1954, “T 
don’t remember the girl I beat that night,” the 
lovely blonde recalled, “but to this day that vic- 
tory remains the most exciting memory of my 
life.” 

Cordero was a successful mode] in Miami 
before she switched careers. “I really don’t know 
what made me become a wrestler,” she said re- 
cently. “But when I signed my first contract, I 
had never seen a wrestling match in my life.” 

In those early days, Corrine had a special 
way of relaxing that gave promoters fits. She 
loved to stroll, alone, into the treacherous Florida 
Everglades, with a .22 calibre rifle slung over her 
shoulder. What was she hunting? Why, man- 
eating alligators, of course. 

“The biggest danger in going into the Ever- 
glades,” she recalled, “wasn’t the alligators, but 
the snakes. I wouldn’t be exaggerating if I said 
there were a million deadly water moccasins 
swishing around in those swamps.” 

It is easy to understand why Corrine Cor- 
dero wasn’t afraid of anything on two feet— 
especially another woman. Which is exactly the 
way she used to wrestle—with absolute fearless- 
ness. 

In their time, Corrine Cordero and Ramona 
TeSelle were undoubtedly two of the best female 
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AT THE END: A bemused 
and battered Ramona 
awaits referee’s verdict 


wrestlers in the world. So it is not difficult to 
figure out why, when they were matched against 
each other at Chicago in May, 1957, the entire 
wrestling world waited anxiously for the result. 
It was, as the promoter said, “The Battle of the 
Century—for females.” 

The pictures on these pages follow the dra- 
matic action which unfolded before the eyes of 
more than 6,000 thrilled fans that historic night. = 


This was the moment Moolah 
was waiting for. Grabbing 
Judy by the nose and the 
chin, she started pulling 

in opposite directions. 


gin Hara WR RG 


Before the climactic moment, Moolah absorbed terrific punishment. Judy ma- 
neuvered her constantly into a corner and took a flying leap at her midriff. 


BY FABULOUS MOOLAH 


IN ANY KIND OF WAR, I’ve al- 
ways been taught, the first thing 
you try to do is knock out your 
enemy’s greatest strength. Which 
is exactly what I try to do every 
time I walk into a ring. 

Take June Byers, for instance. 
She had a tremendous pair of 
legs. She could spring open your 
guts with a body scissors. So 
when I wrestled her, I always 
tried to work her over with all 
kinds of leglocks.. I believed that 
if I made Byers limp, I could lick 
her. 

Dorothy Carter’s strongest as- 
set is her arms. So I always try 
to weaken her with arm or wrist 
holds, 

Now take Judy Grable, whom 
I have wrestled more times than 
any other opponent. Her biggest 
gun is her mouth. You heard me. 
I said her mouth! She says things 
that cut right through you. She 
likes to insult people. This makes 


me so mad that I have often lost 
my head while in the ring with 
Grable. And once a wrestler lets 
her temper get the best of her, 
well, she’s on the road to ruin. 

One night some years ago, I 
was wrestling Grable in Rich- 
mond, Va. She called me a lot of 
insulting names, mocked the way 
I wore my hair and said some 
other things that were so terrible 
that I got sick to my stomach 
just thinking about it. 

I swore I’d fix her some day, 
and, remembering that old prov- 
erb about knocking out your op- 
ponent’s strength, I knew exact- 
ly what to do as soon as I got the 
chance. 

The chance came in Baltimore, 
about a week after the Richmond 
match. Lunging out of my cor- 
ner at the bell, I hit her with a 
low tackle and crashed her to the 
mat. Then I pounced on her head 
and, to the astonishment of ev- 
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erybody in the arena, I grabbed 
her by the nose and chin and 
tugged as hard as I could in op- 
posite directions. The idea, ob- 
viously, was to rip her mouth so 
she couldn’t shoot if off any 
more. 

I pulled to the critical point 
and was about to finish the job 
when something came over me. 
The mother instinct, I guess. 
Anyway, I released her. Grable 
took about 20 seconds to get back 
to her feet. She stared at me as 
if unable to believe my intention. 

Then we started mixing it 
again. The match went its full 
half hour and the official deci- 
sion was a draw. But I didn’t care 
about not winning. I had accom- 
plished my mission. For during 
the remainder of the bout, Grable 
didn’t utter a single word. That 
was better than winning. Besides, 
since then, she’s even said a few 
nice things about me! = 
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WHAT HAPPENED T0 
MAJORS’ HUSBAND 


FOR A WOMAN who has 
been around, voluptuous 
Terry Majors displays the 
fresh innocence of an un- 
spoiled youngster undergo- 
ing her first unnerving ex- 
perience. 

“T don’t know why it is,” 
she says, her eyes crinkling, 
“but whenever my husband 
and I are strolling along the 
street, it always seems as if 
I’m all by myself.” 

You do a double-take at 
this, the way a friend did re- 
cently when he visited Terry 
and her spouse Jesse James 
at their temporary apart- 
ment in College Park, Md., 
and Terry quickly explains: 

“You know what I mean. 
It’s what happens when peo- 
ple look at you if you're 
with a man. First they look 
at you and then at the man 
and then back at you. But 
in my case, they keep star- 
ing at me. It’s as if the man 
wasn’t there at all.” 

In Terry’s case, there’s 
nothing unusual about this. 
What IS unusual is her sur- 
prised reaction ... as if she 
can’t possibly understand 
the power of her magnetic 
appeal. Yet it’s undeniably 
true that any male com- 
panion wouldn’t draw more 
than a cursory glance even 
if he looked like a giraffe. 


Terry and her daughter, Sharon Lynn, 
9, play with their dog, ‘“‘Cheeta.”” 
Whenever Terry has a mat engagement, 
she is sure to take Cheeta along. 
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This is not meant as a 
rap at James. His rugged 
good looks would make him 
a standout in any Mr. Amer- 
ica contest. But in the 12 
years of his marriage, Jesse 
has virtually always taken 
a back seat to his gorgeous 
wife. 

James doesn’t mind this 
in the least. In fact, he glows 
with pride over the flatter- 
ing attentions showered on 
his green-eyed, brown- 
haired wife. And he is con- 
stantly taking pictures of 
her to add to his already ex- 
tensive collection. 

When he met 54” Terry 
in Florida in 1954, she had 
been wrestling professional- 


The whole 
family 
turns 

out to 
watch 
Daddy in 
action. 
That’s 
Jimmy, 8, 
at right. 


ly for several years. She be- 
came interested in the sport 
at an early age. “My father 
used to take me to the 
matches in Cincinnati,” she 
recalls. “A friend of mine 
on the Cincinnati police 
force taught me how to 
wrestle when I was in my 
teens and I’ve been in love 
with the sport ever since.” 

Jesse went goggle-eyed 
the first time he laid eyes 
on Terry. “That’s for me!” 
he said. And when he start- 
ed pouring on the charm, 
she melted. A short time 
later, they were married. 
They now have two children 
—Sharon Lynn, 9,and Jim- 
my, 8. Somewhere along 


Continued on Page 64 
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Terry believes that the way to a 
man’s heart is through his stomach 
and she’s always studying how to 
make tempting new dishes for Jesse. 
Terry herself is a food faddist. 


MAILBOX Continued on Page 6 


SONNY THOMAS 
WHO’S SLOW? 


How come you guys are so slow in 
giving recognition to new wrestlers? 
Cowboy Sonny Thomas, a midget, is an 
exciting addition to the ranks of pro- 
fessional wrestling. | saw him in action 
recently and he was absolutely fab. 
What about an article on him before 
he grows a beard? 

GEORGE SPARKS 
Atlanta, Ga. 
@ Before you start calling us names, 
see page 23. 


AN AVID INDIAN 
Your articles and photos of such 
lovelies as Millie Zec, Ti-Ti Djaileb, 
Anne Casey, Bette Boucher, Christian 
Tello, Penny Brooks, June Byers and 
others make us avidly look forward to 
the day when the fabulous females will 
wrestle in India. Until that time arrives, 
we'll do the next best thing—follow 
the gals’ exploits in W.I.'s pages. 
STEPHIE DE SOUZA 
Madras, India 


MINNEAPOLIS IGNORED 
C'mon fellers! How about giving 
Minneapolis, the wrestling capital of 
the world, more coverage? Some of the 
top stars appear regularly around here, 
but | rarely see any mention of either 
them or the Twin City. How about it? 
ANGELA NELSON 
Hanska, Minn. 


@ Have patience, Angela. We're plan- 
ning a big surprise for Minneapolis- 
area fans in the near future. Just keep 
tuned in to W.|.—ED. 


MAD DOG VASHON 


THEY’RE AFTER HIS HIDE! 
Recently, | saw A.W.A. champion 

Maurice ‘Mad Dog" Vashon scrub the 
mat with Wilbur Snyder. So far as I'm 
concerned, Vashon is THE GREATEST, 
but every time | root for him | get 
threatened by his opponents’ fans. And 
even my closest friends think I'm nuts. 
I'd like to know if I'm the only guy in 
the world who likes Maurice, or whether 
there is another Vashon fan some- 
where, 

JOE ANTHONY 

Kewanee, Ill. 
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"THE NEW BREED — r 


a 


' Continued from Page 17 — 


the New Breed is Mark Lawiny a 
strikingly handsome young man 
from Buffalo, N.Y., who frac M 
a million hearts when he got mar- 
ried in 1963. 

Lewin was so popular icant 
New York, a few years ago, that 
women often bought tickets to his | 
matches but never saw him 
wrestle. Instead of taking their 
seats with the other fans, they 
queued up in front of Mark's. 
dressing room door, scratching 
for choice positions to get a fleet- 
ing glimpse of their hero as he 
entered and left. 

“Many times,” Lewin recently 
recalled, “it got embarrassing. I 
tried to be nice and even thankful, 
but such yelling and screaming 
you never heard. I was forced to 
get in and out of my dressing 
room as fast as possible, though 
I would have liked to stay around 
longer to chat and sign auto- 
graphs.” 

When Mark visited Australia 
last winter, he got the same treat- 
ment. Females of all ages gave — 
Lewin the official stamp of In- 
ternational Swinger. “I was high- 
ly flattered,” Mark says. : 

Emile Dupre is another ac- 
complished Swinger. A 26-year- 
old French-Canadian with classic 
features and a magnificent phy- 
sique, Emile, unlike most New 
Breeders, has nine years of pro- 
fessional experience behind him. 
But he sadly admits that experi- 
ence means little these days. “I 
wish a wrestler would be judged 
by his skill and not by the rate e 
speed he can make a woma 
heart flutter.” 

Many young men with hale 
qualifications are trying to break 
into the New Breed. Some make 
it, others fall by the wayside, 
Paul Christy, a handsome Chicago 
youth, will probably make it 
cause he understands what he 
must do to arouse female hearts, 

But others will wind up work- 
ing in a department store. It 
wouldn't be because they aren't 
exceptionally fine wrestlers, but 
rather because they don’t know 
how to get on that elusive track 
which leads directly to a woman’s 
heart, And if they’re not on that | 
track, the best place for them is. y 
the ‘department store, = 
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SES 


BRUNO 
SAMMARTINO 


Fan Clubs do a great 
service for wrestling 
because they bring the 
people closer to the 
men they cheer for, and 
vice versa. 


THE BRUISER 


The idea of Fan Clubs 

is nothing but garbage! 
Pure garbage! Any wres- 
tler who gets himself 
involved is out of his 

mind. I'll never do if. 


LOU THESZ 


Fan Clubs are fine. Up 
to a point. What | mean 
is that neither the fans 
nor the wrestlers should 
ever become too deeply 
involved in such things. 


RAY STEVENS 


| am very proud of my 
club and | have nothing 
but respect for its 

hard working president, 
Joe Pottgieser. Fan 
Clubs are just great. 


EDDIE GRAHAM 


Any wrestler who does 
not give his fan club 
his fullest coopera- 

tion should be 

ashamed of himself. It's 
the least he can do. 


BUDDY FULLER 


I know of nothing that 
does as much good for 
wrestling as the 

various fan clubs. | 

wish | had a hundred 
going for me. ; 


FRITZ VON ERICH 


I'm warning everybody! 
Anybody comes up to me 
and asks permission to 
start a Von Erich fan 

club better start 

running. And fast! 


JOHNNY 
VALENTINE 


Fan Clubs are fine if 
they are handled prop- 
erly. But they can do 
a wrestler a lot of 
harm if incorrect 
information is used. 


FRED BLASSIE 


If a wrestler needs 

a Fan Club to build 
himself a reputation he 
ain't worth the powder 
to blow him to hell. 

1 don’t need any help! 


PEDRO MORALES 


Any wrestler who has 
a fan club should feel 
very proud because 
it proves that people 
like him well enough 
to work for nothing. 


RAY GUNKLE 


| could never under- 
stand why some wrestlers 
resent having fan 

clubs in their honor. 

I think they should pay 
to have a fan club. 


FABULOUS 
MOOLAH 


The fan club idea was 
started about 15 years 
ago and has grown into 
an industry, | think 
clubs have become too 
commercial, 


VERNE GAGNE 


I estimate that | 
have had about one 
hundred clubs in my 
honor over the years 
and | am deeply 
indebted to them all. 


GENE KINISKi 


I'm a tough guy who 
isn’t supposed to go 

for jazz like Fan Clubs. 
But to tell the truth, 

I'd really like to have 

a club in my honor. 


~ 


PICTURES! 
PICTURES! 


PICTURES! 


Everybody Wants Pictures. . 

Here’s Your Chance to Get 
Beautiful Pinups of Your 
Favorite Wrestling Stars 


BIG 8 x 10 GLOSSIES 


Ready for Framing or 
pasting in your scrapbook 
PICTURES 
FOR ONLY ‘3 


10 Pe ror ony $5 


List Your Choices Below 


SeANAHA &S bo Nw 


Please add a few substitute choices 
in the event we cannot supply first 
selections 


SPORTS PHOTOS 

Box 58 

Rockville Centre, New York 11571 

Please send me the pictures listed above. | enclose payment 
in full ($3 for five pictures—$5 for ten pictures). Sorry, 
no COD orders accepted. 


TERRY MAJORS 


Continued from Page 59 


the way, Terry added an- 
other member to the family 
—her dog “Cheeta.” 

“T never leave Cheeta at 
home,” she says. “She comes 
with me wherever I’m wres- 
tling.” 

Terry was a long way 
from home in Houston, Tex- 
as, when our reporter ran 
into her. “I love going to 
new places,” she burbled. 
“And being a wrestler gives 
me plenty of opportunity to 
travel.” There’s an added 
bonus in the fact that her 
husband is also a wrestler 
and they can travel togeth- 
er. Not only that... they 


often wrestle together as a 
tag team. 

Terry, a scientific wres- 
tler like her husband, ex- 
perienced her biggest thrill 
when she wrestled the then 
champion Mildred Burke 
years ago. They wrestled to 
a draw. The great Mildred 
Burke kept her title, but 
Terry says she will never 
as long as she lives forget 
wrestling for the champion- 
ship. 

“Tt was almost as big a 
thrill as getting married to 
Jesse,” she said with a 
smile. Jesse didn’t argue 
about that. He has become 
accustomed to second place 
with Terry. That is, as long 
as he’s No. 1 in her life.s= 
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1—Lou Thesz 
2—Bruno Sammartino 
3—Dr. Bill Miller 
4—Johnny Valentine 
5—Johnny Powers 
6—Fritz Von Erich 
7—Waldo Von Erich 
8—Eddie Graham 
9—The Bruiser 
10—Gene Kiniski 


FEMALE 

1—Fabulous Moolah 
2—Penny Banner 
3—Judy Grable 
4—Rita Cortez 
5—Bette Boucher 
6—Barbara Galento 
7—Verne Bottoms 
8—Betty Ann Spencer 
9—Princess Little Cloud 
10—Millie Zec 


TAG TEAMS 

1—Ray Stevens ¢ Pat Patterson 
2—Aldo Bogni e Bronco Lubich 
3—The Von Brauners 

4—The Assassins 

5—George eSandy Scott 
6—Bill Watts eGorilla Monsoon 
7—Don. Leo Jonathane Jim Hady 
8—John Henninge Pat O'Connor 
9—Pepper GomezeRicky Romert 
10—Larry Hennige Harley Race 


When JOHNNY VALENTINE returned to Eastern 
rings recently after a two-year absence, the giant hero 
received one of the warmest welcomes in wrestling his- 
tory. Said Johnny: ‘'The way those people greeted me 
will always remain the happiest memory of my life, | 
thought they had forgotten me."' And Valentine was 
just what the doctor ordered for East Coast promoters, 
who have been wringing their hands over falling at- 
tendances. With Valentine’s magic name now on bill- 
boards, a sharp upturn is forecast . . . MAGNIFICENT 
MAURICE looking for a tag partner. May we suggest 
that he reunite with his old partner, JOHNNY BAREND. 
Whatever differences there are between these two, they 
had best be forgotten in the interests of individual prog- 


has started light training. We wonder whether the 
comeback bug has taken his first bite... . Our Oklahoma 
correspondent Wayne Downing reports that ARGEN- 
TINA (THE MIGHTY) ZUMA is quickly developing into 
a top attraction in the Southwest. But he'll have a 
tough time beating out the top favorites in that area, 
MIKE CLANCY and DANNY HODGE . . . Terry Barkley, 
our Vancouver, Canada, correspondent, informs us that 
the team of DON LEO JONATHAN and JIM HADY work 
together “like the movement of a fine watch." Cor- 
respondent Barkley also reports that Vancouver is en- 
joying a wealth of fine talent, such stars as ROY Mc- 
CLARITY, PAT BARRETT, BUD CODY, MIGHTY URSUS, 
GENE KINISKI and KARL GOTCH. 


ress . , . Rumor has it that ex-champ BUDDY ROGERS 
MAGNIFICENT MAURICE ANGELO POFFO 
Correspondent Mike Mooneyham, who covers couldn't do anything wrong," writes Pottgieser, "'He'd 


Charleston, S.C., for us, reports that the current Southern 
heavyweight tag team of ALDO BOGNI and BRONCO 
LUBICH are hot as pistols. In the past few months, 
Bogni and Lubich have whipped the following teams: 
EDDIE GRAHAM and SAM STEAMBOAT, GEORGE and 
SANDY SCOTT, SKULL MURPHY and BRUTE BERNARD, 
CHIEF BIG HEART and DOUG GILBERT, CHIEF BIG HEART 
and RONNIE ETCHINSON, and many others. Corre- 
spondent Mooneyham also answers the question that 
is on everybody's mind down around El Paso, Texas: 
“What happened to GORY GUERRERO?" He's wrestling 
on the Southeast Coast . . . Rumors are building in 
inner mat circles that the man who will eventually de- 
throne LOU THESZ is Canadian powerhouse, 260-pound 
JOHNNY POWERS. And remember, we told you about 
it first! . . . THE BRUISER admits that he would rather 
take on two at a time all alone than have a partner 
working with him. He proved it in St. Louis recently 
when he licked the team of ANGELO POFFO and former 
world title-holder PAT O'CONNOR... . KILLER KOWAL- 
SKI back home have a long stay in AUSTRALIA. ‘I had 
the greatest trip of my life,"’ the Killer told us in a long 
distance phone conversation. The day after he returned, 
Kowalski had lucrative offers from no fewer than seven 
of the nation's leading promoters. How would you like 
to be in such a position? Kowalski predicts that his 
1966 earnings will top the $100,000 mark for the tenth 
year in a row. Incidentally, KARL GOTCH is replacing 
Kowalski in Australia. Couldn't think of a better sub- 
stitute . . . THE DESTROYER admits he's having a tough 
time getting started in Texas. ‘| can't put my finger on 
it,”’ the famed masked man writes, “but | think I'm 
having trouble adjusting to the climate."’ In his first 
Texas appearance, the Destroyer was held to a tight 
draw by KANJI INOKI, at Beaumont, reports our cor- 
respondent, J. M. Seitz . . . Our Northern California cor- 
respondent Joe Pottgieser tells us that besides scoring 
a major upset, Japan's frisky KINJI SHIBUYA never 
looked better at any time in his long career than he did 
the night he defeated WILBUR SNYDER at San Francis- 
co's Cow Palace in September, ‘It seemed that Shibuya 
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shove out his arms and Snyder would fall into them." 


It was 24 years ago when a young, black-haired 
man walked into the office of Toronto promoter Frank 
Tunney and said, *‘Mr, Tunney, | want to be a wrestler.” 
Tunney recalls with a grin, ‘| knew the second | saw 
him that this boy was going to be something special.” 
Frank was absolutely right. The young man went on to 
become the most popular wrestler in Toronto history, 
and it is doubtful if anybody will ever take WHIPPER 
BILLY WATSON's place in the hearts of Toronto mat 
fans, On the night of Sept. 3, Watson stepped in the 
ring at Maple Leaf Gardens to take on PROFESSOR HIRO 
in what was billed as The Whip’s last match for at least 
two months. The reason: Watson will run for a seat in 
Canada’s Parliament. And with his built-in popularity, 
who will be able to beat him in the political arena? ... 
EDDIE GRAHAM, the big man in Florida wrestling, 
looked terrific holding champion LOU THESZ to a siz- 
zling draw at Orlando, Fla. Said the puffing champion 
after the match, ‘That Graham gives me nothing but 
trouble everytime | take him on. | wish he'd retire." 
No chance of that, Lou. Not for a long, long time 
anyway ,.. When BENJAMIN RAMIREZ (THE MUMMY), 
stepped out of the ring in Pasadena, Calif., one recent 
night he was immediately surrounded by about 1,300 
angry fans who bitterly protested the Mummy's disqual- 
ification victory over a local favorite. A squad of police 
rushed to protect the bewildered wrestler, but they were 
too late. Somebody had already plunged a knife deep 
into his side, and also into his chest. The 33-year-old 
grappler was rushed to the hospital where emergency 
surgery was performed to save his life. Ramirez came 
through the surgery as well as could be expected and 
the odds are that he will recover... It is an inspiration 
to all people over forty the way LORD LAYTON keeps 
rolling on like old man river. The loveable British Lord, 
still the most popular attraction around Detroit, is as 
fast and clever as he ever was—which is saying a 
mouthful. And he still wins many more bouts than he 
loses. It couldn't happen to a nicer guy. = 
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BODY BUILDING is a pleasure with the 


COMPLETE HOME GY 


And just wait until you see 
the REMARKABLE RESULTS! 


But that’s not all we orFer 
YOU ex THIS MARVELOUS GYM 


DELIVERED 
TO YOUR DOOR — 


me | 
This set is the finest, most compact assem- 4 
blage of equipment yet devised to add power a ’ . . 
and attractiveness to every part of your —= 
body. And remember, it is engineered to meet 
the requirements not only for men, but for 1-—BARBELL ATTACHMENT 
women and youngsters as well. What better 
endorsement can any equipment of this kind 
have than the acclaim of more than a million 
satisfied people who have watched their 
bodies fill out quickly and easily and who say, 


An adjustable device which de- 
velops the back, arms and legs. 
It eliminates the need for heavy 
and expensive weights. 


“After using your COMPLETE HOME GYM ?—FOOT STIRRUPS 

for just a short time, I felt better than ever Used in cohfunctlonawith the-pre: 
before. And it was fun. vided springs, they do wonders in 
But see for yourself. After all, the other adding solid muscle to the arms. 
fellow may have a magnificent body, but 

what good does that do you? Do yourself a 3—WALL PULLEY ATTACHMENT 
big favor by ordering your COMPLETE For a wide variety of exercises 
HOME GYM right now! And by the way, if which develop those hard-to-get- 
you happen to be looking for that special gift to muscles like the triceps, del- 
for a friend, let us ship him a gym for you. toids and pectorals. 

We'll be happy to enclose a personal gift card 

from you at no extra charge. 4—HAND GRIPS 

This is the same COMPLETE HOME GYM Use them for a week and thrill to 
which is sold by other companies at prices a new power in your fingers and 


up to $17. So you begin with a saving when lower arms which you didn’t be- 
you order from us. lieve’ possible. 


ORDER TODAY! BEER EERE ee ee 5—CHEST CABLES, WITH HANDLES , 
5 - a Used in conjunction with the wall ee 
Fill out coupon PHYSICAL FITNESS CENTER pulley, this solidly built exerciser 
Box 


. f 58 
and mail to: Rockville Centre, L.1., New York 11571 jm develops muscles and tendons 
housed in the arms and upper 


| body. 


Please rush me your COMPLETE HOME GYM. | enclose $14 
Bas full t | 
ra asityie Pessient. 6—ROWING: MACHINE ATTACHMENT ; 
g IN IAG -3sscsscas sccm eaceaae TRI eT Your back, legs and arms will = 

tingle with added strength as you 

| Ree use this device. We honestly be- ey 
| ae ; lieve that this attachment in itself 

Git 5 ones OLAS cee ke PCOne , : t : 
| Offer good in U. S. and Canada. Add $3 for shipment to all other | is.wrorth. the: price.of the entire Fm Fm © ~ q 

countries. No C.0.D. orders accepted. HOME GYM. AA Mut. Oo - —2 
q a Ce 


